



VOL %; A'TiR E. 

v o ii. xvra. 

Being V o L. Y. of his 

DRAMATIC WORKS. 
84 *®**®**®**®**®**®*$®**®**®**$ 



i n ii. 


DRAMATIC WORKS 


O F 


Mr. De VOLTAIRE. 


TEranfiated by the Rey. Mr. FRANCKLIN,. 


V O L. V. 


<rxx> 


r.O N D O Ns 

Printed for W. Johnson, S. Crowder, TXoncmaw,. 
C^rnan and Newbery, Robjnson and Roberts* 
R'. Baldwin, and B. Collins, at Salifbury. 

LDCCLXXI, 




advertisement. 

T HOSE who are fond of literary anecdotes may 
perhaps be glad to know how this piece came 
into the world. Several ladies had ccnfured the author 
for not putting love enough into his tragedies; his an- 
fwer to them was, that he did not think tragedy the 
proper place for it ; but fmce it was abfolutely neceflary 
that heroes fhou’d be in love, he wou’d make his like 
other people's.— This piece was fmifh’d in eighteen 
days: it is call’d at Paris, the Christian Tragedy* 
and often play’d in the room of * Polyeufte . 


* A facred Tragedy by Peter Corneille, and one of his Left 
performances. 
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DR A M ^ T I S PERSONS 


Osman, Sultan of Jerufalem. 

Lusignan, a Prince of the Blood of the antient 
Kings of Jerufalem. 

^ ^ l Slaves of the Sultan. 

Fatima, j 

Nerestan, 

Chatillon, 

Orasmin, 1 Officers of the Sultan. 

Melidor, J 

A Slave, 

Attendants. 


| French Gentlemen. 


Scene, the Seraglio at Jerufalem. 
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ACT I, S C E N £ I. 

ZARA, FATIMA* 
FATIMA. 

I LITTLE thought to fee the lovely Zara, 

In all the pride of youth and beauty, thus 
Calm and refign’d fubndtting to her fate : 

What fweet del u five hope hath picrcM the cloud 
Of grief that hung upon thee, and reviv’d 
'‘Thy drooping heart ? this peace of mind hath giv’n 
New luftre to thy charms : no longer no *■ 

Thy eyes are bath’d in tears, no longu lock 
Thofe blifsful climes where brave Ncrcflan promis’d 
To guide our fleps ; jdiou talk’d not, as of late 
We heard" thee, of thofe feats of happinefs 
Where women reign, by willing flares ador’d, 

The queens', the idols of a polifli’d people, 
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ZARA. 

ZARA. 

It is not as it was, my Fatima,, 

The time is part. 

FATIMA. 

What fay’ll thou ? 

ZARA. 

I'll not hide 

The fccreifrom my friend ; perhaps the Sultan 
May yet conceal it, but thy Zara’s heart 
With fafety may repofe on Fatima : 

Know then, fome three months iince, when thou 
wert abfent, 

Remov’d with other Haves from Jordan’s banks, 
Kind heav’n, to put a period to our woes, 
liais’d up a powr’ful friend— -the mighty Ofman-— 
F AT I M A. 

Well, what of Ofman ? 

ZARA. 

He, the Sultan’s f elf, 

The Chriftian’s haughty conqu’ror, is the Have 
Of Zara ; yes, he loves me, Fatima; 

Nay, blufh not, (for I umlerftand thee well) 
Think not I mean to (lain my fpotlefs honor. 

Or ftoop to be the mi fl refs of a tyrant ; 


That 
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That I will ever hazard the quick change 
Of tranfitory paflion ; no, my friend, 

I am not fo far loft to modcfty. 

And native pride, as to forget myfelf ; 

Rather than to fall fo low I wou’d embrace 
The milder fate of flavery and death j 
But I (hall more aftoniih thee: for know, 

1 have fubdued his haughty foul to love 
Moft: pure, and mod refin’d: amidft the croud 
Of rival beauties that contend for Ofman, 

I, I alone have fix’d his wand’ring heart, 

And Hymen foon, in fpite of all their deep 
And dark intrigues, (hall make the Sultan mine* 

FATIMA. 

It is a conqueft worthy of thy charms, 

And of thy virtues : I am much furpris’d, 

. But more delighted ; may thy happinefs 
Be perfeft! I fhall rank myfelf with joy 
Amongft thy fubje&s. 

ZARA. 

Be my equal (till, 

And (hare my fortune ; royalty \%ith thee 
Divided will make Zara doubly happy. 


B 4 


FATIMA. 



8 


ZARA. 


FATIMA. 

Pleas’d with thy choice, long may indulgent heav’n 
Smile on thy nuptial bed $ may never grief 
Intrude to poifon the fweet cup of grandeur. 

By us call’d happinefs ! alas, how little 
Doth it deferve the namp^.. but tell me, Zara, 

Art thou ateafe, and feel’ll thou nought within 
To check thy joys ? haft thou forgot that once 
Thou wert a Chriftian ? 

ZARA. 

Ha l what fay’ft thou 4 ? why 
Woud’ft thou recall my forrows, Fatima? 

Alas ! I know not who or what I am, 

Not^v’nwho gave me birth. 

FATIMA. 

Nereftan oft 

Hath faid, thou wert the daughter of a Chriftian * . 
The crofs, which in thy infant years adorn’d thee, 
Cpnfirms it ; ftill that facred pledge remains 
Perhaps but to remind thee of the faith 
Which thou haft quitted. 

ZARA. 

I’ve no other proof ; 

Shall th^t alone perfuade me to embrace 
A faith detefted by the man I love ? 

Our 
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Oar thoughts, our manners, our religion, all 
Are form’d by cuftom, and the pow’rful bent 
Of early years : born on the banks of Ganges 
Zara had worfhip’d Pagan deities 5 
At Paris I had been a Chriftian ; here 
I am a happy Mufulman ; we know 
But what we learn ; th’ ipftrufting parent’s hand 
Graves in our feeble hearts thofe chara&ers 
Which time retouches, and examples fix 
So deeply in the mind, that nought but God 
Can e’er efface : but thou wert hither brought 
A captive at an age when reafon join’d 
To fage experience had inform’d thy foul. 

And well confirm’d its faith : for me, a flave 
Ev’n from my cradle to the Saracens, 

Too late the Chriftian light broke in upon me ; 

Yet far from wifhing ill to laws fo pure, 

Spite of myfelf, I own to thee, that crofs, 
Whene’ef I look’d upon it, fill’d my foul 
With reverential awe, and oft in fecret 
Have I invok’d its holy aid, e’er Ofman 
Poffefs’d my heart: thine is a noble faith ; 

I honour much thofe charitable laws 
Which old Nereftan many a time hath told me 
Wou’d wipe off ev’ry tear, and make mankind 

B 5 One 
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One fvveet united family of love : 

A Chriftian mud be happy. 

FATIMA. 

Wherefot-e then 

"’Woud’d thou becorrie their mod invet’rate foe,. 
And wed their proud oppreffor l 

fa 

ZARA. 

Woud’ft thou have me 
Refufe fofair a prefent as the heart 
Of Ofman? no: I will confefs my weaknefs ; 

But for the Sultan, Zara had long ftnce 
Embraced thy faith, and been, like thee, a Chriftian : 
But Ofmau loves me, and ’tis all forgotten : 

My ev’ry thought, my ev’ry hope is fix’cf 
On him alone, and my enraptur’d foul 
Gan dwell on nought but Ofman : O, my friend,, 
Think on his lovely form, and graceful mind,, 

His noble deeds, his glory, and renown : 

The crown he offers is not worth my care ;* 

The poor return of gratitude wou’d ill 
Repay his paflion ; love wou’d fpurn the gift;; 
Tis not to Ofman’s throne, but Ofman’s felf,. 
That I afpire ; perhaps I am to blame ; 

But trud me, Fatima, if heav’n had doom’d him* 
To Zara’s fate,, if he were now, like me, 

A 
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A wretched flave, and I on Syria’s throne, 

Or love deceives me much, or I fhou’d (loop 
With joy, and raife him upi:o me and empire. 

FATIMA. 

But havk, they come this way ; perhaps ’tis Ofman. 

Z A R A. 

It is ; it muft be he ; my flutt’ring heart 
Speaks his arrival ; for thefe two long days 
He hath been abfent, but propitious love 
Refbores him to my wifhes. 

SCENE II. 

OSMAN, ZARA, FATIMA. 
OSMAN. 

Virtuous Zara, 

E’er Hymen join our hands, permit me here 
To pour forth all my hone(t heart before you:. 

I follow not our eaftern mon; « chs laws, 

Nor aft by their example ; well I know 
How wide a field is left by Mahomet 
For luxury to range in, that at pleafure 
I might command a crowd of kneeling Haves, 
Receive their incenfe, and return their love; 

From the Seraglio’s peaceful feats deal forth 
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My laws, and in the arms of indolence 
Govern my kingdom ; but that well I know 
How floth deludes us* tempting as her charms* 
But fatal is their end : a hundred kings 
Have I beheld, her tributary flaves, 

Our prophet’s moft unworthy fucceffors, 

Caliphs that trembled mid’ft the fplendid pomp 
Of vifionary pow’r, and only held 
The name of kings, who might have liv’d the lords 
Of all mankind, the conqu’rors of the world, 

Had they but been, like their great anceftors, 

The mafters of themfelves : then Solyma 
And Syria fell beneath the valiant Bouillon, 

But heavfen, to chaftife the impious foe, 

Uprais’d the arm of mighty Saladin : 

My father conquer’d Jordan, and to him. 

Unequal to the weight of empire, next 
Succeeded Ofman, the difputed lord 
Of a weak kingdom : whilft the haughty Chriftians* 
Thirfting for blood, thick from the weftern coaft* 
Pour in upon me ; whilft the voice of war, 

And the flmll trumpet heard on ev’ry fide. 

Call us to arms, fhall Ofman wafte his hours 
In the loofe dalliance of a foft feraglio ? 

No, Zara, love, and glory, bear me witnefs, 


To 
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To thee alone I fwear eternal truth, 

To take thee for nay miftrefs, and my wife ; 

To live thy friend, thy lover, and thy hufband ; 
Zara alone (hall w\th the toilsof war 
Divide my heart : think not I mean to truft 
Thy honour to our farage Afian guards, 

Thofe fhamelefs pandars to the lawlefs pleafures 
Of their imperious mafters ; I efteem 
As well as love thee, and to Zara's felf. 

Its fitteft guard, commit my Zara’s virtue. 

Thou know’ll my heart, on thee alone thou feeft 
Ofman has plac’d his hopes of happinefs ; 

I need not add how wretched it wou’d make 
My future life, fhoud’fl thou repay my fondnefa 
With the poor cold return of gratitude ; 

I love thee, Zara, yes, with rapture love thee. 
And hope to find in thee an equal flame : 

I own, whate’er the heart of Ofman feeks, 

ItTeeks with ardour ; I fhou’d think you hated. 
Did you not love me, with excefs of paffion : 

Such is my nature ; if it fuits with thine, 

I am thy hufband, but on this condition. 

And only this, if marriage did not make 
Thee happy, I were moft fupremdy wretched. 


Z A P. A. 
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ZARA. 

Wretched, my lords 1 O if thy happinefs 
Depends on Zara’s truth,, and Zara’s love,. 

Never was mortal half fo blelt as.Ofman. 

Yes ; the fond lover, and the tender wife, 

All thou can’ll wifli for, fhalt thou find in Zara* 
For thou haft rais’d her far above her fex,* 

Above her hopes ; O what excefs of blifs 
To hold my life, my happinefs from thee, 
Suchenvy’d bounties from the man Hove, 

To be the work of thy creating hand ! 

But if among the croud of rival hearts 
Thy partial favour has feledled Zara’s, 

O if thy choice——— 

SCENE m. 

OSMAN, ZARA, FATIMA, ORASMIN. 
ORASMIN. 

My lord, that Chriftian Have, 
Who, on his promife giv’n, had thy permilTion 
To vifit France, is thence return’d, and begs 
An audience. 


O S M A N.. 
Let him enter. 


FATIMA. 



Z A K A. 


FATIMA, 

Gracious heav’n ! 




OSMAN. 

Why comes he 'not? 

O R A S M I N. 

My lord, he waits without 5; 

I did not think a Chriftian might approach. 

Your royal prefence in this facred place 

OSMAN. 

In ev’ry place accefs is free to Ofman 
I hate our eaftern policy, that hides 
Its tyrants from the public eye, to fcreen. 
Oppreflion: give him entrance. 

SCENE IV. 

OSMAN, ZARA, FATIMA, ORA5MIN, NER.ESTAN; 
NERESTAN. 

Gen’rous Sultan, 
Whofe virtues ev’n thy Chriftian foes admire, 

I come, as bound in honour, to difcharge 
My vows, and bring, with me the promis’d ranfomi 
Of beauteous Zara, the fair Selima, 

And ten more Chriftian prisoners ; I have done 
My duty to the captives, do thou thine, 

And fet them free 5 I have beftow’d on them 

My 
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My little all, and nought remains for me 
But noble poverty ; Nereftan ftill 
Muft be thy Have ; I have preferv’d my honour 
Unblemifh’d, and fulfill’d my facred word* 

OSMAN. 

Chriftian, thy virtue merits my beft praife ; 

But think not Ofman e’er will be furpafs’d 
In generofity ; receive thy freedom, 

Take back thy treafures ; take my bounty with them; 
I promis’d thee ten Chriftian flaves, I’ll give thee 
A hundred more, demand ’em when thou wilt ; 
Let ’em depart, and teach their countrymen, 

That ev’n in Syria’s plains fome virtues dwell j 
Thence let them judge, if they or Ofman beft 
Deferve to reign in Solyma *, but know, 

Old Lufignan muft ftill remain a captive ; 

It were not fafe to give him liberty ; 

Sprung from the royal blood of France, he claims » 
A right to govern here, and that alone 
Condemns him to perpetual flavery, 

To groan in chains, and never more behold 
The light of day: I pity him, and yet 
It muft be fol cruel neceffity 
Compels me to this rigour : and for Zara, 

She muft remain with me ; not all thy* gold 


Can 
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Can purchafe h?r ; not the whole race of Chriftians, 
With all their kings, (hall ever force her from me 
You may depart. • 

FATIMA. 

What do I hear ? 

NERESTAN. 

My lord. 

She is a Chriftian born ; I have your word. 

Your honour, and her own, that flie fhou’d go 
When I return’d : poor Lufignan ! cou’d he 
Offend thee? wherefore woud’ft thou—-— 

OSMAN. 

Chriftian, hence t 

It is my will ; therefore no more ; thy pride 
Offends me ; go, and e’er to-morrow’s fun 
Shines on this place, leave my kingdom. 
FATIMA. 

Heav’n 


Affift'us now 1 

OSMAN. 

Go,. Zara, andaffume 
Thy empire o’er my palace ; there command 
As my Sultana ; I will hence, and give 
My orders for our nuptials. 


SCENE 
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SCENE V. 

OSMAN, ORASMIN. 
OSMAN. 

DidTt thou mark, 

Orafmin, that prefumptuour flav .• ; he figh’d. 
And fix’d his eyes uvv\ htj 

O A S M l 'A . 

* i l' '* k)fd>. 

Beware of jealoufy. 

O S M A N. 

Ha! jealous, fay’ftthou? 
Thinks thou the pride of Ofman will defcend 
So low ! to love as if I hated her ? 

Sufplcion but provokes the crime it fears ^ 
Zara is truth itfelf ; and O Orafmin 
I love her to idolatry *, if e’er 
I cou’d be jealous— -if my foolifh heart — 

But I will think no more on’t : let my foul 
Dwell on the fweet idea of her charms : 

Hafte, my Orafmin, and get all things ready 
For the dear happy moment that unites 
Thy fov’reign to the objett of his wifhes : 

One hour I will devote to public cares, 

The reft Ihall all be giv’n to love and Zara. 

End of the First Act. 
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ACT II, C E N E I. 

N E R E S T A N, \ i ATILLO N. 

C H \ T l O N. 

J OY to our great deliverer, the, brave. 

The generous Ncreftan, fent by heav'n 
To fave thy fellow Chriftiars! O come forth. 
Appear amongft us, and receive the tribute 
Due to thy virtues ; let the happy few, 

Whom thou haft bleft with freedom, clafp thy knees. 
And kils thy gracious hand: they croud to fee 
Their benefa&or, do not hidethyfelf 
From their defiring eyes, but let us all 
United—— 

NERESTAN, 

O Chatillon, talk not thus 
Of my defervingg, I have done no more 
Than was my duty ; circumftanc’d like me, 

Lilte me thou woud'ft have a£ted, 

CHATILLON. 

Ev'ry Chriftian 

Should facrifice bimfelf to his religion : 

To leave our own, and think on other's good. 

Is our firft happinefs j how bleft art thou. 


By 
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By gracious heav’n appointed to perform 
This noble duty! but, for us, the fport 
Of cruel fortune, flaves in S.olyma, 

By Ofman’s father left in chains, and long 
Forgotten, here for life we had remain’d 
In fad captivity, nor e’er beheld 
Our native land, had not thy gen’rous aid 
Stepp’d in to fave us. 

NERESTAN. 

’Twas the hand of heav’n \ 

I was but its unworthy inflrument ; 

Its providence hath foften’d the fierce foul 
Of youthful Ofman : but a bitter draught 
Is pour’d into my cup of joy ; his mercy 
Is crue) and opprejjive : God, who fees 
My heart, will bear me witnefs that I meant 
To ferve his caufe, and a£t for him alone ; 

For heav’n I had referv’d a yoi^hful beauty. 
Whom fierce Nouraddin had enflav’d, what time 
The proud contemners of our holy faith 
Surpris’d great Lufignan, myfelf long-time 
A captive with her j I at length regain’d 
Short liberty, on promife of return j 
And now had fondly hop’d, delufive dream l 
To bring back Zara to that happy court 


Where 
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Where Lewis and the virtues reign : already 
The queen, propitious to my friendly zeal, 

Forth from the throne ftretch'd her prote&inghand j 
But now alas! the wifh’d-for moment near 
That fhou'd have freed her from captivity, ^ 

She muft not go ; what did I fay l fhe will not ; 

Zara herfelf forfakes the Chriftian faith 
For Ofman, for the Sultan, who, it feems, 

Adores her — but well think no more of Zara, 
Another cruel care demands our grief, 

Another bafe refufal ; O Chatillon, 

The wretched Chriftiaq’s hope is now no more. 

CHATILLON. 

Accept my all, my liberty, my life. 

If it can fave them, ’tis at thy difpofaL 

NE RE'S TAN. 

Alas ! old Lufignan is ftill a (lave, 

-The laftof his great race, a race of heroes, 
^efcenxtSd from the valiant Bouillon ; he, 

Whom fame has made immortal, ftill muft groan 
In chains, for Ofman never will reftore him. 

CHATILLON. 

Then all thy goodndfs, all thy cares are vain : 

What foldier, who e'er held his honour dear, 

Wou’d 
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Wou’d wifh for ffledom whilfthis chief remains 
Inflav’ry! Thou, Nereftan, co.uci’il; not know 
. The gallant Lufigtnn as I have known him, 

For thou wert born, fo gracious heav’n ordain’d. 
Long after thofc fad times of woe and flaughter, 
When I beheld our city prey 
To thefe barbarians: O if thou had’ft feen 
The temple faefc’d, the holy tomb profan’d, 
Fathers, and childc^, hufbands, daughters, wives. 
In flames expiring it the altars feet ; 

Our good old fov’reign, bent beneath the weight 
Of years, and murther’d o’er Ms bleeding fons ! 
^Fhen Lufignan, the laftof his high race. 

Reviv’d our orooping courage ; terrible 
He flood, amidfl the carnage of the field. 

His right hand grafp’d a falchion wet with blood, 
And with the h ft he pointed tb the crofs ; 

Then cry’d aloud, now countrymen be faithful, 
The pow’r divine, that favour’d us this day, 
Protected him in that tremendous hour 
Beneath its friendly wing, amfmooth’d his path 
To fafety and repofe : Caefarea then 
Receiv’d our poor remains, where Lufignan 
Was by the gen’raj voice proclaim’d our king* 

O my Nereftan, the Almighty pow’r. 

To 
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To humblei haughty man, with*hllds from him 
Fair virtue’s prize till life’s fhort race is run ; 

We fought long time for heav’n, but fought in vain; 
The facred city, fmoaldng in its ruins, 

Still lay, when by a treach’roqs Greek betray’d 
In our afylum, we behel^the flame 
That rag’d in haplefs Sion reach to us, 

And o’er Caefarea’s walls with fury fpread ; 

There, boundjn ignominious chains, I faw 
Great Lufignan, fuperior to misiqrtune, 

And only weeping for his country’s fate ; 

E’er fince that fatal hdur the good old man. 

The Chriftians father (he deferves that name) 

In a dark dungeon lies, by all negle£ted, 

By all forgotten : fuch is the hard fate 
For us he fuffers, and whilfthe is wretched, 
Telfcme, can we be happy? 

N ERE S T A N. 

TJnlefirVe were barbarians : O I loath 
The deftiny that keeps^ froiji each other ; 

Thou haft recall’d the pmes and forrows paft ; 

I Ihudder at the fad remembrance of them : 
Oefarea bury’d in her fmoking ruins, 

Thy prifon, and great Lufignari in bondage. 

Were the firft objects that my eyes beheld ; 

I know 
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I know thy woeI| *with them my life began ; 
Mid’ft fhrieking infants, ravifhkl from the breads 
Of trembling mothers, was Nereftan borne 
To this feragliof . with my fellow-captive. 

The lovely Zara, who, forgive my fighs, 

For this barbarian now left her God. 

CHATILLON. 

It is the glory of thefe Mufulmen 
Thus to feduce minds of captive Chriftians j 
Bleft be the hand of heav’nthat fav’d thy youth 
From their delufions ; but, my lord, this Zara, 
Tho’fhe renounc’d the Chriftian faith, may ferve 
The Chriftian caufe; her int’reft with the Sultan, 
Who loves her, may |je ufeful j by what arm 
God fends help, it matters not ; for juftice 
With wifdom oft confpires tfe advantage 
Alike from our misfortunes, and our crimes : 

The beauteous Zara’s influence may fubdue 
The ftubborn heart of Ofman, and perfua'de him 
To give us back a hero wh<^himfelf 
Muft needs admire, and whim he cannot fear. 

N E R E S T A J*. 

But think’ft thou Lufignan wou’d condefcend 
To take hisiiberty on terms like thefe i 


Or 
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Or if he wou’d, how can I gef from Zara 
A moment’s audience ? Ofman will not grant it : 
Will this feraglio’s gates, for ever barr’d, 

Open to me? nay, grant I gain admiffion. 

What can I hope from an apoftatc woman ? 
Nereftan’s prefence wg||d reproach her falfbood. 
And fhe muft read her ihame upon my brow* 
’Tis molt ungrateful to the gen’rous mind 
To fue for aid of thofe whom we defpife : 

If they refufe, it forely hurt®J$$r pride ; 

And if they grant, we blufli vifecept it of them. 

CHATIL LON. 

Yet think on Lufignan, and ftrive to ferve him. 

I muft: bgthdw to^pNfc this falfe 
We*^rtffterrup?(^^mal who comes ? ’tis Zara. 

H. 

Zara, m a ii ” on, n e £ e s t a n. 

Zm.A. (To Nereftan. 

Be not alarm’d ; by Ofman’s leaye I come 
To thank the b^ye*'Nereftan j ,d<?not look 
So fternly on, me* 'sjsbr with bitter words 
Reproach my weaknefs j I have 
V01. V. C 



To meet thee ; why t know not, but my heart 
Still flutters at thy prefence 5 from our birth 
We have been fubje£l to one common fate ; 
One prifon held us in our infant years ; 

Together have we felt the galling yoke 
Of flav¥jr, ftill by tender friencKhip made 
Lighter to both : at length thy kinder fate 
Led thee to France, and I was left to mourn 
Thy abfence ^ whether it arofe from pity, 

From noblenefs of foul, or partial fondnefs, 

I know not, but thy gen'rous ardour fought 
And gain'd a ranfom for the haplefs Zara ; 

But heav’n hath countera&ed thy kind purpofe. 
And I am doom'd for ever to remain 
In Solyma: long time a Save unknown. 

And undil^guifli'd,^^ ^ Ofman 

Look’d down upon mes buf f^rtun^ fmiles 
Propitious now, and dfFersf all her charms 
Of pomp and grandeur, yet I cannot leave 
Without regret my feltow-cSpti ve : oft 
Shall I reflet on thee, and ou thy goodnefs. 
And cherifh the remembrance of thy virtues: 
Like thee, I will endeavour to relieve 
The wretched, ever will protect the Chriftians, 
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And be a mo^jer to them ; fpr thy fake 
They will be always .<|ear to Zara. 

NERESTAK. 

You 

vProtedi the Chriftian ! you who have forfook them? 
You, who have trampled on the facred allies 
Of Lufignan’s great anceftors. 

ZARA. 

O no : 

I hold their virtues in moft dear remembrance* 
And come ev’n now to give you back your joy. 
Your hope, the laft and greateft of their race: 
Your Lufignan is free, a*id comes to meet you* 

CHAT1 LLON. . 

And (hall we fee once -ttfejfbur honour'd father, 
Ou i i h oAn K /ppOl^ 

NE RR STAN. 

And (hall we owe to Zara 
A life fo precious? 

ZARA. 

When I aflt*d the favour 
I did not hope it, but the gen’rous fultan, 

Beyond my wilh, confented, and they foon 
Will bring him here. 

C 0 


H£R£- 
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NERES TAN 

How my heart Chatillott i; 

ZARA. 

I weep his fate, Nereftan, for, like him# 

I too hftve languifh’d in captivity ; 

Woes which ourfelves have felt we always pity. 

nerestan. 

Good heav’n, what virtue in an infidel ! 

SCENE IIL 

ZARA, LtlSIGNAN, CHATILLON, NERESTAN, 
v Yeveral Christian Haves. 

LUSIGNAN. 

Who calls me from the dark abode of death ? 

Am I with Chriftians ? O fupport me, guide 
My trembling footfteps •, I am weak with age 
And with misfortunes : am 

ZARA. 

You are, my lord. 

C II A T I L L O N. 

You live to make us happy, 

Us wretched Chriftians. 

LUSIGNAN. 

Sure I know that voice : 

Can it be jou, Chatillon? do I fee 

My 
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My fribnd^my fellow martyr to the faith 
Of our foreial^r^ where am I ? O aid 
Myfeebfe fightf 

CHATILLON. 

This is the palace, fir, 

/Built by your royal anceftors, btit'pdw 
The feat of fierce Nouraddin’s fon. 


ZARA. 

Great Ofman, 

Its noble matter, is a friend to virtue : 

This genYous youth, •- , ^ , 

[Pointai$|^t6 Nereflan. 
To thee unknown, from France 
Is late arriv’d, and kindly brings with him 
The ranfom of ten Chriftian flaves; the fultan, 
Refolv f din honour’s path to tread with him, 
has delivered thee, 

L U S I G N A N. 


The fons of France are in their nature noble, 
and brave ; I know them well. 

And have experienc’d their humanity. 

[Turning to Nerdtan. 

Haft thou then pafs’d the ocean to relieve 
Thefe wretched captives Woes, and fet us free? 
Say, gen’rous ftranger, whom am I to thank 
For this unequalled goodnefs t 
C 3 


MERE- 
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NER ESPf A N, 

Nereftan; almqftfrom my birth fla^e 
In Solymst years, v . 

The'T^rW®^|4fei>^U, with Lewis learned 
The rugged his banner 

Long time I fought t^tntn I owe my rank 
And fortune* to the firft of monarches, famed 
Alike for valour and for holy r 
To heav’n and its true faith ^ l follpw^d him 
To Ch arenas bankgi* wh^^i%^^:Englifli * long 
Unconquer'd, bent pow’r. 
llafte then, and fli$w the v^erabk joarks 
Of thy hard flav'ry to the heft Of kings i 
He will reward thee ; Paris will revere 
A martyr to the crofs, and ^wis* CgU^ 

Th* afylum of opprefled ro/alty^ 

With open arms receive an injur'd foVVeign. 

LUSIG N“ : ^V 

I knew the court of France in all its glory; 

When Philip conquer’d at Bovine, I fought 
With Montmorency, Melun, and d’Eftaing, 

With valiant Nefle, and tb^ ;/fffittb%cd Coucy, 

But never Hull behold"kihWl|^^ U 
T hou Wft I am defccndyjg to the grave, 

T* 
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To feeh th<l king o£kihg8, and aik of him 
Thed-tfe' rewind of all my fuff ’rings pall. 

V/hilfl I have lire^ht hear me, thou, .kind witnefc 
Of my laft moments, good Chatillon, thou 
N r treftajj too, .and this fair ra^fr^e here. 

Who honours with her i^etthed fate 

Of dying Luflghatt : 

Pity the moft unhappy father fure 

That ever groan’d beneath the wrath of heav’nl 

'I'iinehas no pow’r o’er miferies like mine: 

Still I lament; a daiighter, and three forts, 

Torn frot^yH^^^^'idfaiKC^ t Ghatillon, 

Thou rauft remember it. 

'CHATILLON. 

I do, my lord. 

And ihudder at it now. 

1 G N A N. 

A pris’ner with me, 

^feteySNhenr in flames, thou faw’ft my wife 
And two of my dear fons expire. 

C II A T I L L O N. 

I did ; 

Loaded with chains ! could not help them. 


LUSIG- 
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ZARA, 


L U S I G 

I was a fatherland yet cou’d no£%ie : 

O ye lov’d infants, frbm your heav’rily manGon 
Look down propitious on my other children, 

If yet they live, and proteft them ! 

To this feraglio, &v’n wbefc now we ftand, 

That daughter and that fon whom I lament 
Were by the hands of vile barbarians borne, 

And here condemn’d to bear the fliameful yoke 
Of flav’ry. 

CHATILION* 

Tis too true 5 your daughter then 
Was in her cradle ; in thefe arms I held her, 
And fearce had time to fprinkle o’er her face 
The holy water, and pronounce her Christian, 
E’er the rude hands of bloody 
Rufh’d in, and tore her from me : thy laft fon. 
Scarce four years old, juft capable of feeling 
His early forrows, to Jerufalem 
Was carry’d with his filter. 

NERESTAN. 

How my heart 
Beats at the mournful tale! about that age 
I was a pris’ner in Csefarea ; thence. 


Cover’d 
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with blood, and bound in chains, I follow’d 
A ctoucfV Chrii||an Saves. 

PSIGNAN. 

Did’ft thou ; O heav’n 1 
And wert thou brought up here in this feraglio ? 

[Looking earneftly at them. 

Alas ! perhaps you might haiv^ known my children. 
Your age the fame ; perhaps thefe eyes — O madam, 
What foreign ornament is that? how long 
May you have worn it? 

ZARA. 

Ever fmce my birth : 

Why ligh you, fir? 

LUSIGNAN. 

Pernut my trembling hands.—* 
ZARA. 

Whencjy^jhis ftrange emotion ? O n$y lord, 
wh^t looi y^t fo ihten tly on ? 

LUSIGNAN. 

O heav’n! 

O providence! O eyes, do not deceive 
My fearful hope— ’tis fhe— it was a prefent 
To my dear wife $ my children always wore it 
Upon their birth-day : O I faint, I die 
With rapture. 


CS 


ZARA. 
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Z A R A. 

ZARA. 

Ha I what do I hear ? iftv foul 
Is loft in doubt > O fay, my lord — 

LUS1GN A ‘ft. 

Great God, 

Who fee’ft my tears* forfake me not ; O thou 
Who on this croft did’ft perifh, and for us 
Did’ft rife again, dais k thy work, O hafte. 
Complete it, gracious heaven ! 

[Turning to Zaiii 
And haft thou kept it 

Indeed fo long t and were ye pris’ners both. 

Both inCaefarea feizM, and brought together? 
ZARA. 

We were, my lord. 

NEREST AN. 

Can it be fo ? 

LUSIGN 

Their features, aU confine it j &fry look 
Brings their dear mother to my eyes tsOf:* 
Reftore my feeble fenfes thus o’erpowVd 
With joy ! O madam, ONereftan, hefp* 
Chatillon* to ftipport me l O Nereftan, 

If yet I ought, to call thee by fhat name. 

Once thou wert funded by z defp’rate hand * 
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I faw the villain ftrike thee ; haft thou not 
The fear aftout thy breaft ? 

N. E R E S T A N. 

I have, my lord. 

LU SIGN AN. 

Juft God! bleft moment! 

N E R E S T A iff. [Kneeling'. 
O my lord 1’ O Zara! 

LUSIGNAN. 

Come near, tny children. 

NERBSTAN. 

Am I then your fon? 

ZARA. 

My ford ! 

LUSIGNAN. 

^jjsC^eft difeorv’ry ! happy hour ! 

^yfoh.! t»y O embrace your father !■ 

C B A TIL LON. 

Truft me, Chatillon’s heart rejoices with you. 
UUSIGN AN. 

I know not how to force me from your arms. 

My deareft children,! do I then behold 
Once more my wretched family ■ my fon, 

C 6 


Thou: 
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Thou art the worthy heir of Lufignan : 

But fay, my daughter, O difpel the doubts 
That rife to check my happinefs ! ( O^0od, 

That guid’ft p»r fortunes, thou who' haft reftor’d 
My daughter, have I found a Chriftian ? Zara, 
Alas! thou weep’ft, ?nd thy deje&ed eyes 
Are turn’d afide from me : unhappy woman ! 

I under ftand thee but too well : O heav’n, 

0 guilt ! guilt! 

ZARA. ; 

Yes : I’ll not deceive my father: 
Brought up in Ofman’s court, and to his laws 
Obedient ; punifh, fir, your wretched daughter i 

1 own I was a Mufulman. 


LUSIGt^N. 

The wrath 

Of heav’n purfues me ftill ; 

My fon, th|t word had ended, 


For thee,0God! andipj, 
Thefe threefcore years olj 



glorious caufc, 
ignan ha&fc^ 

But fought in vain ; hath teraple.falh 
Thy goodnefe fpum’d, thy iacreB^es profan’d : 
For twenty fummcjrs in a duns 



With 
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*Wiih tears have I implor’d thee to pr6te& 

My children* thou haft given them to my wifhes, 
And in my daughter now I find thy foe : 

I am myfelf, alaft ! the fatal caufe 
Of thy loft faith ; had I not been a Have — 

But, O my daughter l thou dear lovely object 
Of all my cares, O think on the pure blood 
Within thy vein9, the blood of twenty kings. 

All Chriftians like myfelf, the blood of heroes. 
Defenders of the faith, the blood of martyrs: 
Thou art a ftranger to thy mother’s fate ; 

Thou doft not know ? that in the very moment 
That gave thee birth, I faw her maffacred 
By thofe barbarians, whofe detefted faith 
Thou haft embrac’d: thy brothers, the dear martyrs. 
Stretch forth their hangt# from heav’n, and wilh 
t’embrace 

A filler; them! that God 

Whom thou bettay’ft, for us, and for mankind, 
Ev’n in this place expir’d inhere I fo oft 
Hgfifee* him, wj^'^how his blood by me 

Calls loudly on thee: jfed yon temple, fee 
Thefe walls ; beho||the facred mountain, where 
r fhy Saviour bled ; f the tomb whence he arofe 
Vi&orious ; iti each f&th where’er thou tread’ll 

Shalt 
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Shalt thou behold the footfteps of thy God : 
Wilt thou renounce thy honour and thy father 
Wilt thou renounce thy maker? O my Zara, 
Thou weep’ll ; the blood forfakes thy’cheek ; I fee 
Thy heart is loften'd to repentance : truth, 

Sent by indulgent heav’n, already beams 
On thy enlighten'd foul ; again I find 
My 'daughter ; from the hands of infidels 
To lave her thus is happinels and glory* 

NERESTAN. 

Do 1 indeed once more behold a filler ? 

And is her foul— 

ZARA, 

Dear author of my life* 

My father, fpeak; what mull I do ? 

LUSIG N AN. 

At once my Ihame and forrow with- a word* 
And fay thou art---a Chriftian* 

ZARA 

Then* my lord. 


I*U- 


I am a Chriftian.. 



LUSIGNAN. 

’Tis enough, O God! 

Thou hear’ft, receive, and ratify her vow ! 

SCEN.E IV. 

ZARA, LUSIGNAN, CHATILLON, NERESTAN, 
ORASM1N. 

ORASMIN. 

Madam, the fultan wills me to inform you, 

You muft this moment leave the place, and quit 
Thefe Chriftian {laves: you, Frenchman, follow me*. 

CHATILLON". 

What dreadful ffcroke is this ? 


LUSIGNAN. 

Our courage* friends* 

Muft now fupport us. 

ZARA. 

O my lord ! 

LUSIGNAN. 

"Whom now I dare not name, remember me, 
And fwear that thouwilt keep the fatal fecrety > 
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LDSIGNAN. 

Farewell ! the reft be left to heav’n. 

End of the SecoSd Act. 


ACT HI. SCENE I. 
OSMAN, ORASMIN. 
OSMAN. 

O RASMIN, ’tis not as thy groundlefs fears 
Suggefted to thee ; Lewis turns no more 
His arms againft us ; his difgufted people 
Are weary’d with the unfuccefsful fearch 
Of climates, which heav’n ne’er defign’d for them : 
They will not leave their feats of ea£e and plenty 
To languifh in Arabia’s fultry defarts. 

And wet our verdant palms in Chriftian blood : 
Their {hips are fpread indeed o’er g ^ , jrri , r- r "* j 
And Afia trembles at the fight ; but know, 
Tow’rds fertile Egypt Lewis bends hi9 way, 

In fearcti of Melidor, my iecret foe : 

Their quarrels fix but on a firmer bafe 


The 
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The throne ofOfman 2 I have nought to fear 
From Egypt or from France 5 by their divifion 
My pow’r is ftrengthen’d : prodigal of blood, 

I thank ’em for it, they deftroy each other, 

To fave my fubjedts and avenge my caufe. 

Releafe thofe Chriftians ; I wou’d pleafe their mafter, 
And therefore they (hall live ; let ’em be fent 
To Lewis ; it may teach him to refpe£t 
Our holy faith, and know me for his friend : 

Tell him I give him Lufignan, the man 
Who claims by birth alliance to his throne, 

Whom my brave father twice fubdu’d, and kept 
In chains, nor whilft he liv’d wou’d fet him free* 

ORASMIN, 

His name fo dear to Chriftians—* 


I heed it not* 


OSMAN. 

For his name 


OR AS MI N. 

O but, my lord, if Lewis— 

OSMAN. 

’Twere needlefe to diflemble now, Orafmin, 
'Tis Zara’s will, therefore no more ; my heart 
Yields to its conqueror, and Lufignan 


Is 
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Is giv’n to her ; 1 had not elfe releas’d 
My ‘prisoner: Lewis is not worth my care * 

But l wou’d make atonement for the wrongs 
Of injur’d Zara and her Chriftian friends i 
I’ve been too harlh with them : 'tis but an hour 
Before our happy nuptials, and mean time 
I wou’d oblige my Zara ; fhe de fires 
Some private conf’rence with the brave Nereftan, 
That gen’rous Chriftian— ~ 

ORASMIN, 

And have you comply \1? 

OSMA N. 

I have, Orafmin: they were (laves together 
Ev’n from their childhood, and perhaps may ne’er 
Behold each other more ; fhe afks, in fhort, 

Who muft not be deny’d: the rigid laws 
Of our feraglio were not made for Zara ; 

1 hate its cruel, its fevere reflraint. 

That binds the free-born foul in fhaftflfftfl bonds, 
And makes a virtue of neccffity. 
lam not fprupg, thank heav’ii l of Afian blood, 
But, midflthe rocks of Taurice Schythia born* 
From mjr forefathers boaft a Schythian heart, 

Fiery and bold, yet genYous and humane : 

} wou’d have all partake of Ofman*s joy, 


And 
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And therefore let Nereftan fee her : go. 

Conduct him to h’er, he attends without ; 

Let Zara be obey’d. 

SCENE II. 

OR ASMIN, NERESTAN. 

OR ASM1N. 

Pleafe you to reft 
A moment here, till Zara comes. 

SCENE in. 

NERESTAN. [Alone. 

Juft heav’n ? 

And muft I leave her? cruel fate ! to whom, 

To what is Ihe referv’d ? alafs ! my father, 
Religion, virtue — but (he’s here. 

SCENE IV. 

ZARA, NERESTAN. 
NERESTAN. 

• My lifter. 

At length we may converfe i but whatatime 
Hath heav’n a pointed for our meeting! ne’er 
Wilt thoo behold thy wretched father more. 


ZARA. 
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ZARA. 


ZARA. 

Not Lufignan ? O God ! 

NERESTAN. 

His end is nigh : 

His feeble pow’rs, opprefs’d with fudden joy 
At th’ unexpected fight of his dear children, 

Are quite exhauftdd, and the fprings of life 
Will foon be motionlefs ; but, O my filter, 
Think how the wretched ftnte of his lalt moments 
Will be embitter’d by his cruel doubts 
Concerning thee 5 uncertain of thy faith 
He dies, and alks with his expiring breath 
If Zara is a Chriftiam’ 

ZARA. 

V Amlnot 

Thy filler 1 think’ll thou I will e’er renounce 
Thy faith and mine, forgetful of the tye 
That binds us ? 

NERESTAN.^' 

■;i Yet thou art a llranger to it; 

*Tis but jhe morning of that glorious day 
Which i$t»ll!enlighten thee : thou haft not yet 
Receiv’d the precious pledge, the facred ftream 
That copious flows to wafh our crimes away: 

; Swear 
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Swear by our missies, our family, 

By all thofe holy martyrs whence we fprung, 
Thou wilt this day receive the myftic feal, 
The mark diftinctive of the living God. 


ZARA. 

I fwear to thee, by him whom I adore, 

That God whofe laws unknowing I revere, 
Henceforth, Nereftan, to embrace thy faith 
And be aChriflian : but, O tell me, what 
Doth it require of Zara ? 


NERESTAN., 


To deteft 

Thy tyrant matter, and obey the God 
Of our forefathers, that benignant pow’r 
Who dy’d to fave us, who conducted me 
To my dear fitter, and reftor’d to thee 
Our long-loft father ; but, alas 1 Nereftan 
Cannot inftruft thee, mine’s a foldier’s zeal, 
Devoid of knowledge ; foon a holy prieft 
Shall vifit thee, and open the 
Ofwifdom, clear thy mind’s 
And give thee liberty^ and lij 


fair book . 


fe: retimfe' 


Thy oath ; take heed that baptifm lead thee not 
To curfes and to death : but haw, my lifter, 


Shall 
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Shall I gain leave to bring h ; m to thee? whom 
Mull I apply to in this vile feraglio ? 

0 heav’n ! that thus the blood of twenty kings* 
The daughter of great Lufignan, that thou, 
Nereftan’s lifter, and aChriftian, thus 
Shou’d be the Have of Ofman ! but, no more ; 
You underftand me, Zara : gracious God ! 
Were we referv’d for this at laft ? 

ZARA. 

Go on, 

My cruel brother, and purfue thy triumph 
O’er Zara’s weaknefs ; Q thou know’ll not yet 
Her fecret faults, her forrows and her crimes : 
Pity, Nereftan, an unhappy filler. 

Milled, betray’d, and dying with defpair : 

1 am aChriftian, and impatient wait 
The holy water that mull purge my heart, 

And walh its ftains away : I will not live 
Unworthy of my brother, of myfelf#-^- 
Of my great anceftors, of thee, my father, 
AfHi&ed j^ufignan ! but tell me all, 

What wiirfourChriftian laws require of Zara? 
How will they punilh an unhappy woman. 

Left to repine in fad captivity ? 

What, if amidfther forrows (he fhou’d find 


A 
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A gen’rous patron in a brave barbarian, 

Warm’d by his goodnefe, what if fhe fhou’d feel 
A grateful paffion, and give up her heart 
To him that fav’d her ? 

NERESTAN. 

Ha ! what fay’d: thou? rather 
Might inftant death — 

Z ARA. 

Strike; and prevent thy fliame; 

For know 

NERESTAN. 

O heav’n ! coud’ft thou, my filler ? 

Z A R I, 

Yes; 

I ftand condemn’d, I am my own accufcr : 

Ofman adores me, and I meant to wed him. 
NERESTAN. 

To wed him ! to wed Ofman 1 can it be ? 

Coud’lt thou, descended from a race of kings, 
Coud’ftthou, rr^yfifter? r 

ZARA. 

Strike ; for knotv, Jlwe him* 
NERESTAN. ’ 

Shame as thou art to our untainted blopd. 

Now, did I liften to the voice of honour, * 

Did not the law of that all-iaving God 


Whoiri* 
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Whom yet thou know’ft not, did not my religion 
With -hold my arm, this moment wou’d I rufli 
Into the palace, and there facrifice 
This vile barbarian, this imperious lo\ r er ; 

Wou’J plunge the dagger in thy guilty bread, 
Then turn it on my own : O infamy ! 

Whilft Lewis, the world’s bright example, bear* 
His conquhing legions to th’ affrighted Nile, 

But to return on wings of viftory 

To free thy captive God, and git^him back: 

His native walls, mean time Nereftan’s fifter 
Renounces all, and jyeds an infidel : 

And mufti tell the jpbd old man, his daughter 
Hath chos’n a Tartar for her God ? alas ! 

Ev’n now thy dying father kneels to heav’n 
For Zara's happincfs. 

ZARA. 

« O ftay, my brother, 

Perhaps thy Zara ftill deferves throve ; 

Tftou daft not know me 5 fpare thy keen reproaches, 
For G thy cruel fcom, thy bitter wrath, 

Is worfeto me ev'n than the death I afk’d, 

Which yet thpu haft refus’d me : O Nereftan, 

I 4# opprefs’d, I know thou fuffer'ft 

For my misfortunes ; but I fuffer more : 

3 


Wou’d 
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WouMthat kind heav’n had ta’en my wretched life, 
Before this heart glow’d with a guilty flame 
For Ofman I and yet, who that knew his virtues 
Wou’d not have lov’d him ! he did all for me ; 

His gen’rous heart from clouds of fond admirers 
Selected Zara ; flie alone fubdu’d 
Ilis fiery foul, and foften’dhis refentment: 
lie hath reviv’d the Chriftian’s hope ; to him 
I owe the dear delight of feeing thee, 

My brother : O Nereftan, thou (houd’ft pardon. 
Indeed thou {houd’ft, for I am truly wretched: 

Ady oath, my duty, my remorfe, my father. 

My fatal paffion, and thy cruel anger, 

Are puniftiment enough: repentance fills 
All Zara’s foul, and leaves no room for love. 

NERESTAN, 

Jl blame, yet pity thee : kind heav’n, I trull. 

Will never let thee perifh in thy fins ; 

The arm of GodJ that makes the weakeft ftrong, 
Will cherilh and fupport a tender flow’r 
That bends beneath the fury of the Horn* : 

He will not fuffer thy divided heart 
To flu£luate thus ’twixt him and a barbarian 5 
Baptifm will quench thy giddy flame, and Zara 
In the true faith (hall live a pious Chriftian, 

Vol. V. D 


Or 
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Or die a martyr: promife then thy father, 

Promife thy king, thy country, * and that God 
Whofe pow'rful voice thou haft already mard, 
Thou wilt not think of thefe detefkd nuptials 
Before the prieft hath open'd thy dark mind* 

And, inNereftan's fight, pronounc'd thee Chriftian: 
Say, wilt thou promife, Zara ? 

ZARA. 

Yes; I promife: 

Make me a Chriftian, make me free ; do what 
Thou wilt with Zara : but hafte, clofe the eyes 
Of my dear father: wou'd I cou'd go with thee, 
And die before him ! 

NERESTAN. 

Sifter, fare thee well ! 

Since I muft leave thee in this hated palace, 
Farewell! remember, I fhall foon return 
To fave thee from perdition, from thyfelf, 

And from the pow'rs of hell, by holy baptifm. 

SCENE V. 

ZARA, Alone. 

I am alone : now hear* me, gracious heav’n ! 

For what am I teferv'd ? O God, command 
This rebel heart not to relinquifh thee ! 


Am 
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Am I the daughter of great Lufignan, 

Or Ofman’s wife.; a lover, or a Chriftian? 

Ye facred oaths, my father, and my country, 

All fhall be heard, all fhall be fatisfy’d L 
But where’s my friend? where is my Fatima? 

In this diftrefsfnl hour the world forfakes me: 
Deferted and forlorn, how (hall I bear 
The galling weight of thefe difcordant duties ! 

O Cod ! I will be thine, and thine alone ; 

But O ! preferve me from the fight of Ofman, 

The dear, the gen’rous Ofman! did I think 
This morn, that e’er the day was part, my heart 
ShouM dread to fee him ; I whofe ev’ry hope 
And joy, and happinefs, on him alone 
He pended ? O! I had no other care, 

No pleafure, but to lirten to his love; 

To wifli, and wait for, and adore my Ofman! 

And now it is a crime to think of him. 

’ SCENE VI. 

ZARA, OSMAN. 

O S M A N. 

Come forth, my love ! for my impatient foul 
Is on the wing, and will not brook delay T 
The torch of Hymen carts its facred light 

D 2 .On 
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On happy Ofman, and the perfum’d mofqud 
Invites ns ; Mahomet’s all-pow’rful God 
Propitious hears and anfwers to our vows ; 

My people on their knees, in fervent pray’r, 
United fue for Zara’s happinefs 5 
Whilft thy proud rivals, who difputed long 
My heart with thee, at length confefs thy pow’r, 
Pleas’d to fubmit, and happy to obey : 

The rites attend thee, and the throne’s prepar’d ; 
Hafte then, my love, and make thy Ofman happy. 

ZARA. 

O grief ! O love ! O wretched Zara ! 


OSMAN. • 


O hide me ! 


ZARA. 

OSMAN. 


Ha! what fay’ll thou ? 


Halle. 


ZARA. 

O my lord 

OSMAN. 

Give me thy hand, come, beauteous Zara, deign- 


ZARA. 

What can I fay to him ? affift me, heav’n ! 

OS.MA N. 
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OSMAN. 

O! I muft triumph o’er this tender weaJpffeT$J ; 
This fweet embarrafiment ; it makes m$ thee 
With double ardour. 

ZARA. 

O! 

OSMAN. 

Thofe fighs, my Zara, 

Endear thee more to Ofman ; ’tis the ma£k 
Of modeft virtue thus to llirink from love j* 

But hade, my charmer, and repay my fondftjj^ 
My conftancy-— — 

ZARA. 

O Fatima, fupport me! 

My lord— 

OSMAN. 

Well, what? O heav’n ! 

ZARA. 

That heav’n *s my witnefs. 

All Zara’s hopes of happinefs were plac’d 
On thee ; my foul defir’d to call thee mine ; 

Not that I fought the fplendor of a throne j 
Thoughts diftant far and nobler fill’d my breaft t 
I cou’d have wiih’d, to thee and to thy virtues 
United, to have liv’d in folitude, 

With thee defpis’d the pomp of Afia’s pride, 

D 3 
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ZARA. 


And fpurn’d her crowns and fcepters at my feet : 
But O ! my lord, thefe Chriftians*--— 

OSMAN. 

What have they 

To do with Ofman, or with Ofman’s love? 
ZARA. 

Old Lufignan, opprefs’d with age and forrow, 
Now touches his laft moments. 

OSMAN. 

Be it fo ; 

What is that Chriftian flave to thee, or why 
Feerft thou for him? thou art not of his faith, 

But from thy infant years haft follow’d mine, 

And worfhlpp’d Ofman’s God ; fhall Zara weep 
Becaufe an old man pays the debt of nature ? 

At fuch a time as this (hall Zara mourn? 

Shou’d (he not. rather center all her cares 
In Ofman now, and think of nought but love ? 

ZARA. 

If ever I was dear to thee — 


OGod! 


OSMAN. 

If ever ! 


ZARA, 
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ZARA, 

Defer, my lord, a little while 
Our nuptials, let ‘me — 

O S M A N. 


Ha ! what fay’ft thou ? heav’n ! 
Can Zara fpeak thus? 

ZARA. 

O I cannot bear 

His anger. 

OSMAN. 

Zara ! 

ZARA. 

O forgive, my lord, 

Thefe fighs ! alas, I have forgot myfelf, 

Forgot my duty, all I owe to thee : 

I cannot bear that look— -permi; me, fir, 

But for a moment to retire, to hide 
My tears, my grief, my love, and my defpair. 

[She goes out. 

SCENE m 
OSMAN, OR AS'MI N. 
OSMAN. 


Amazement 1 dumb and motionlefs I ftand. 

With horror ; did I hear aright, Orafmin, 

Was it to me that Zara fpoke, to Ofman? 

Does fhe avoid me ; fly from me? O heav’n l 
Whathavelfeen, and whence this wond’rous change? 

D 4 She 
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She’s gone, (he’s loft ; I know not who I am. 

Or what, or where. 

O R A S M I N. 

You are yourfelf the caufe 
Of your complaint, and but accufe a heart 
Where you and you alone in triumph reign. 

OSMAN. 

But why thofe fighs, thofe tears, that fudden flight? 
Whence that deep forrow, in her down-caft eyes 
So plainly wrote? O if that wily Frenchman’ —* *— 
Horrible thought ! how dreadfully the light 
Breaks in upon me ! ’tis impoflible ; 

A vile barbarian ; O it cannot be, 

Orafmin ; think’ft thou that the heart of Ofman 
Will e’er defcend to fear a Chriftian Have? 

But tell me, thou perhaps coud’fl mark her features. 
And underftand the language of her eye ; 

Am I betray’d? nay, do not hide thy thoughts, 
Bullet me knoW my mis’ry : ha 1 thou trembleft ; 
It is enough. 

O R A S M I N. 

I wou’d not rive thy heart 
With fond fufpicions : I beheld her weep, 

But nothing more ; faw nought that cou’d alarm— 


OSMAN. 
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ZARA. 

OSMAN. 

Was I referv’d to bear an injury 
Like .this ? had Zar;a meant to play me falfe, 

She wou’d have done it with more art ; wou’d ne’er 
Have openly avow’d her treach’rous purpofe : 

O no ; fhe muft be innocent ; but tell me, 

This Frenchman— -he, thou fay’fl: too iigh’d and 
wept i 

And wbat of that ! he might not figh for her ; 

It was not love perhaps that made him weep ; 

Or if it was, why fhou’d I fear a Have, 

One who to-morrow parts from her for ever ? 

ORASMIN. 

Againft our laws, my lord, you gave him leave 
To fee her twice ; he came* 

OSMAN. 

The traitor ! yes, 

I know he did ; but if again he dares 
To vifit her, I’ll tear the Have to pieces. 

And mix his life-blood with the faithlefs Zara’s s 
Pardon, my friend, the tranfport of a heart 
So deeply pierc’d; it is by nature warm, 

And has been wounded in the tend’reft part : 

1 Iciiow my rage, Orafmin, and my weaknefs* 
Knoitf *tis beneath me to be thus difturb’d * 

D S 
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But Zara— -O I cannot, will not think it: 

Her heart cou’d ne’er be guilty of fuch bafeneft. 

It was not made for falfehood ; nor {hall Ofman 
Stoop to complaint or mean fubmiflion ; no : 

1 

It were unworthy of a king to wait 

For explanations of this ftrange ftrange conduct: 

I will refume that empire o’er my heart 
Which I had loft, forget the very name' 

Of Zara: yes ; henceforth let my feraglio 
Be (hut for ever, fear and terror reign 
Within my palace ; let defpotic pow’r 
Rule unrelu&ant o’er a race of flaves ! 

Ofman henceforth {hall be an eaftern king. 

And reign like them : perhaps we may forget , 
Our rank a while, and caft an eye of favor 
Upon our vaflals $ but to ftand in awe 
Of a proud miftrefs, is moft fliameful ; no : 

To weftern climes we leave fuch fond fubmiflion: 

* The dang’rous fex, ambitious to enflave 

I " . M . II. I .■» ■ 

* Thofeamongft our female re$d who are fond^f a 
poetical tag at the end of an a 61 , and prefer 
verfe, may perhaps approve of the foiiowftig Na- 
tion. ,■ j 

The fex, ftill dang’rous, a n d ambi ti ous fti i| / ; / 

To conquer man, and bend’ him tc* their 
O'er eafy Europe rule with fov’reign fw&y, 

But wiier Afians teach ’em to obey. ‘ V v 

Our 
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Our eafy hearts, and bend them to their will, 
Ift Europe rule, but here they mull obey. 

End of the Third Act. 


A C T IV. SCENE I. 

* ZARA, FATIMA. 
FATIMA. 

H OW I admire, and how I pity thee ! 

The Chriitian Godinfpires thee; let not then 
Thy foul defpair, for he fliall give thee ftrength 
To break the pow’rful chains of mighty love. 

ZARA. 

When fhall I make the glorious facrifice ? 
FATIMA. 

Thou filed to heav’n for pardon, but may’ll claim 
Its juftioe^ pC^ will guard thy innocence, 

. AndfliieM^vvimie. 

ZARA. 

. . Zara never wanted'. 


D 6 - 


FATIMA., 




6o 


Z > A R A* 

FATIMA. 

The God thou ferv’ft 
Will be a father to thee ; he fhall guide 
Thy wand’ring fteps, fpeak to thy doubting heart. 
And take thee to his bofom : tho’ the prieft 
Dare not attend here 

ZARA. 

Alas ! my friend. 

How have I pierced the foul of gen’rous Ofman, 
And driv’n him to defpair ! a dreadful talk ! 

But ’tis thy will, O God, and I obey : 

Zara had been too happy. 

FATIMA. 

Wilt thou then 

Hazard the victory after all thy toil ? 

ZARA. 

Unhappy viftVy, and inhuman virtue ! 

Alas l thou know’ft not, Fatima, how dear 
They coft me ; all my hopes of happinefs 
Were fix’d on love, and Oftnatf ; take my heart. 
Accept my guilty tears, fubdue my paffiqn, ; ■ 
Eternal God, and make me all thy omi 1 
But O my friend, ev’n now the lovely image 
Of my dear gen’rous Ofman fteps betv^en ' 

My God and me ; that form is ftill before me, 

For 
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For ever in my fight: ye race of kings 
From whom I fprung, my father, mother, country, 
And thou, my God, fince you have ta’en him from 
me, 

Finifh a life that is not worth my care 
Without him ; let me die a blamelefs vi&im. 

Let Ofman clofe the eyes of her he lov’d! 

But he has left me, left the wretched Zara, 
Enquires not, thinks not of me ; O 1 faint, 

My Fatima, I never can furvive it. 

FATIMA. 

Remember thou’rt the daughter of a king, 
Thefav’rite of heav’n, the chos’n of God: 

And will not he proteft thee? 

ZARA. 

Will he not 

Proteft my Ofman too ? a God of mercy 
Can never hate, can never perfecute 
A heart fo juft, fo brave, fo good as Ofman’s ; 
What cou’d he more, had he been born a Chriftian ? 
O that this holy minifter wcu’d come, 

This bleft interpreter of heav’n’s high will, 

To eafe my wounded heart, and give me comfort ! 
Still I have hope that kind benignant God, 


Whofe 
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ZARA. 


Whofe darling attribute is clemency, 

Will not forbid our union, will forgive 
The ftruggles of a heart fo torn mine; 

Perhaps by raifing Zara to the throne 
Of Syria he might ferve the Chriftian caufe: 

Great Saladin, thou know’ft, whofe potent arm 
Robb’d us of Jorda»%$mpire, who, like Ofman, 
Was fam’d for tittrjpy, from a Chriftian fpiung. 

F A T I WA. 

' v 

Alas ! thou fee’ft not that, f to calm thy foul, 
Miftaken as thou art. 

Z A R A. 

I fee it all ; 

See that my father, country, friends, condemn me; 
See that I follow Lufignan, yet love, 

Adore my Ofman ; fee that Rill my life 
Is link’d with his: O I cou’d wifli to fee him, 

To throw me at his feet, and tell him all. 

FATIMA,/ 

That wou’d deftroy thy brother, and endanger 
The Chriftians, who have no fupport but thee ; 
Thou woud’lt betray that God who calls thee back 
From error’s paths, and bids thee follow him. 


ZARA. 
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ZARA. 

0 did’fttliou know the noble heart of Ofman! 

FATIMA. 

He is proteftor of the Mufulmen, 

Therefore the more he loves thee, doubtlefs, Zara* 
Lefs willing mud he be to have thee worfhip 
A God his faith has taught abhor. 

The prieft* thou know’ft, wiil in fecret. 

And thou haft promis’d 

ZARA. 

I will wait for him ; 

I’ve promis’d to preferve the fecret (till 
From Ofman ; cruel filence ! but to make 
My woes complete, I am no longer lov’d. 

SCENE II. 

OSMAN, ZARA. 

OSMAN. 

There was a time when thy deluding charms 
Enflam’d my foul ; a willing captive then 

1 glory’d in my chains : I hop’d indeed. 

Vain hope! -afov’reign fighing at thy feet 
Might claim fome kind return, and thought myfelf 
Belov’d by Zara j but 1 am undeceiv’d : 

Yet think not, madam, I will ever ftoop 


To 
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To mean complaints, or with the whining race 
Of vulgar lovers vindicate my wrongs 
Bv loud reproaches ; no : I am above 
llifimulation, and am come to tell you 
I mean to treat it with that juft contempt 
Which it deferves ; think not by female arts, 

Or fubtle arguments^^plour o'er 
Thy conduft, I know thee not ; 

And, for I wou^d Sot make thee blufh, defire 
The hated caufe may be a fectflt ftill ; 

I wou'd Hot wifh to know it : all is paft : 

Another may be found to fill the throne 
Which you defpife ; another may have eyes 
Perhaps for Olman's merit, and a heart 
Fof Ofman’s love : I know 'twill coft me dear 
To part from Zara, but I am refolv'd : 

For I had rather lofe thee, rather die 

With anguifh and defpair, than make thee mine, 

If but a figh efcap'd thee for another, 

And not for Ofman : fare thee well ; thefe eyes 
Muft ne'er behold thee mote. 

ZARA, 

It is thy will, 

Q God, to reign unri vail'd in my heart, 

And 


z 
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And thou haft rob'd me now of all : — my lord, 
Since you no longer love me.— 

OSMA N. 

'Tis too true ; 

Honour commands it ; I ador'd thee once, 

But I muft leave thee, muft't^^pce thee, *twa$ 
Thy own reque ft— -beneath another la w-— ** 

Zara, thou weep'ft! 

ZARA. 

O think not, I befeech you* 
Think not, my lord, I (hall regret the pomp 
And fplendor of a throne ; it is decreed 
That I muft lofe thee, fuch is my hard fate : 

But punifli me for ever, angry heav’n. 

If there be aught on earth I fhall regret 
But Ofman's heart ! 

OSMAN. 

Zara, thou lov’ft me ! 


ZARA. 


OGod! 


Love him ! 


OSMAN. 

Amazement ! Zara laid fee lov'd toe ! 


Why then, thou cruel maid* why tear the heaft 
Of faithful Ofman thus? in'my defpair, 

Alas l I thought I cou’d command myfelf 


To 
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To love, or hate ; but’fcis impofiible: 

Zara can never be forgotten ; no: 

Ofman couM never harbour fuch a thought. 

To place another on his throne ; forgive 
My rage, my madnefs j ’twas affe&ed all, 

All falfe j I cou’d ^ leave, I cou?d not hate thee ; 
It was, the only fcorn thy lender heart 
Ever experienc’d : O I love thee Hill, 

And ever muft : but wherefore thus delay 
MyhappinefsJ fpeak, was it fond caprice, 

Or was it fear, or artifice ? but art 
JWas never made for, thee ; thou need’ft it not: 
Ev’n where his moil innocent, it looks 
Like falfehood, and perfidioufnefs : O Zara, 

Let it not break the holy tie that binds us: 

, I ever have abhor* d it : Ofman’s heart 
Is full of nought but. truth. 

> ZARA; '* 

- , ' v Itefpair, and horror! 

0 thou art dear to me, indeed thou art, 

Believe me, Ofman j and the .tender love, 

1 feel for thee ta*kes nap fopremely wretched. 

; ; OSM ANS 

Explain thyfelf : *0 hea^ni 1 atid can It be? 

But thou wertbOdt^ ike wretched. 

ZARA 
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Mutt I not fpeak? 


OSMAN. 


Wbat dreadful fecret, Zara, 

Doft thou keep from me? have the Chriftian Have* 
Confpir’d againft me ? fpeak, am 1 betray’d ? 
ZARA. 

Who wou’d betray fo good fo kind a matter ? 

No, gen’rous Ofman, thou haft nought to fear } 
Zara alone is wretched s but her griefs 
Are toherfelf. 

OSMAN. 


Great God ! is Zara wretched ? 


ZARA. 

Permit me on my knees, my lord, to afk 
One favour of thee. 

OSMAN. 

Were it Ofnjan’s life. 

Thou might’ft command it : fpeak, and it is thine. 
Z A R A. 

O wou’d to beav’n we cou’d have been United ! 

But O, my lord, permit me this one day 
To be alone ; leave me to meditate 
On my misfortunes, and to hide my grief3 
From thee i to-morrow all fhall be reveal’d :. 

OSMAN. 



6§ ZARA. 

OSMAN. 

O heav’n I what woes doft thou inflift upon me! 
Can’ft thou———— 

ZARA. 

If love ftill pleads for Zara, grant her 
This one requeft ! do not refufe me. 

OSMAN. 

Well j 

It muft be fo } I have no will but thine i 
Remember that I facrificc to thee 
The deareft bappieft moments of my life. 

ZARA 

0 talk not thus, my lord, it wounds my heart 
Too deeply. 

OSMAN. 

You will leave me, Zara? 

ZARA. 

Yes: 

1 muft} farewell. 

scene m. 

-OSMAN, ORASMIN. 
OSMAN. 

So foon to feek retirement! 

It is an infult o’er my eafy heart j 


The 
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The more I think, Orafmin, on her conduct. 

The more am I perplex’d ; I cannot find 
The hidden caufe of this myfterions forrow s 
By Ofman’s partial fondnefs rais’d to empire, 

Ev’n in the bofom of that happinefs 
Her foul defir’d, thus loving and belov’d, 

Yet are her eyes for ever bath’d in tears : 

I hate her fond caprice, her difeontent 
And caufelefs grief — yet was not I to blame? 

Did I not flight her ? did I not offend 
My Zara ? wherefore then fhou’d I complain ? 

I muft atone for my injurious tranfports 
By double kindnefs, by indulging her 
In ev’ry wifh : it is enough that Ofman 
Is lov’d by Zara: her untainted foul 
Is void of art ; her’s is the tender age 
Of innocence and truth, when Ample nature 
Guides ev’ry thought, and dictates ev’ry words 
I will rely on her fincerity : 

I know (he loves me ; in her eyes I read 
The tender tale ; whilfl her. impatient foul 
Flew to her lovely lips and told me all 
Can there on earth be hearts fo bafe as e’er 
To boaft a paffion which they never feel ? 

SCI N £ 
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S C E N E IV. 

OSM AN, OR ASM1N, MELIDOR. 
MELIDOR. 

My lord, the guards have (topp’d a letter fent 
To Zara. 

OSMAN. 

Give it me : who fent It to her ? 
MELIDOR. 

One of thofe Chriftian flaves whom you releas’d, 
Who, as he drove to enter the feraglio, 

Was ftiz’d, and put in chains. 

0 S M A N. 

Ha ! what do I read t 

Leave me-~I tremble — — — 

S GENE V. 

OSMAN, ORASMIN. 
ORASMLN. 

This may clear up all. 
And fet your heprt at eafe. 

OSMAN. 

Ha l let me read 
Again ; thi^ letter muft determine alii 
And fix iny late* Dear Zara, now’s the time 

; ' « To 



ZARA. ji 

* To meet us; near the mofque thoawilft perceive 

* A‘ fecret paffage ; uufufpefted thence 

* Thou may’ft efcape, and eafily deceive 

c Thy keepers ; we muft hazard all ; thou know’ll 

* My zeal : I wait impatient for thee; hafte, 

* I cannot live, if thou fhoud’ft prove unfaithful/ 

What fay’ft thou, my Orafmin ? * 

ORASMIN. 

I, my lord? 

Fm fhock’d, aftonifh’d at her. 4 

OSMAN. 

Now thou fee’ffc 

How I am treated. 


O R A S M.I N. 

O detefted treafon ! 

You muft refent an injury like this : 

You who fo lately but pn flight fufpicion 
So deeply felt the wound; a deed fo black* 

I hope, my lord, will cure you of ypur love. 

OSMAN. . 

Hafte, my Orafmin, fly this inftaht, fhew her 
That letter — let her tremble, and then plunge 
The dagger in her fakhlefs br^ft^no, flay, 

Not yet — that Chriftian him fee hroSght 

Befdre her— ft*y**4 cm i&texmme siukbfrtgy 1 ,: ^ 
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My rage o’erpow’rs me 5 0 1 faint, fupport me, 
Orafmin. 

ORASMIN., 

1 

*Ti$ indeed a cruel ftroke 1 
OSMAN. 

HTis all unfolded now, this dreadful fecret, 

That fat fo heavy on her guilty heart : 

Beneath the fpecious veil of modeft fear 
She left me for a while ; I let her go; 

She wept at parting ; wept but to betray me ; 

O Zara, Zara* 

OR AS MI N* 

Ev’ry thing^confpires 
To make her doubly guilty: t) my lord, 

Fall not a vi£tim to her arts, recall 

Thy wonted courage,, and deep fenfe of wrong. 

OSMAN, 1 

This is the gallant, boafted, brave Nereftan, 
The Chriftian’s hero, that probd fon of honour. 
So fam’d for his fublimitybf virtue ; 

Admir’d, nay envy’d by the jealobs Ofrran $ 

Who cou’d not bear a rival in a Have, 

And now He ftoops to this vile treachery. 

This Hafe impqkftufe : O but Zara— (lie 
h far more guilty, Q a thonfcnd times 


More 
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More vile, more impious — a poor Chriftiari Have, 

I might have left her in her mean eftate, 

And not debas’d Her ; well (he knows whatOfinan 
Has done for her 1 ungrateful wretch! 

ORASMIN. 

My lord. 

If midft the horrors of thy troubled foul 
I might be heard — forgive me— but if — — 
OSMAN. ’ 

Yes: 

I’ll fee, and talk to her->-go, fetch her hither ; 

Fly, ‘bring her, Have. ' 

OR A $ MI N. 

In this diftra&ed Rate 
What can you fay to her ? 

OSMAN. 

I know not what } 

Bntlmuftfeeher. 

. . ' or asm in. 

To complain, to threaten. 

To make her weep, to let your e?dy . heart 
Again be fofteh’d by her tears, to feek,* 

In fpite of all your wrongs, fome poor pretence 
To juttify her conduct : truft, me, fir, ' 

* ’Twere better to cohcieal this paper ftdtH' her, ' ; ^ ” 
t Or fend it to her by fome hand unknown j 

Vox.. Y. E Thua*. 
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Thys, iplte of all her arts, thou may’ll difcovcr 
Her inmoft thoughts, slnd unfufpedted trace 
Hie fecret windings of her treach’rous heart. 

OSMAN. 

Doft thou indeed believe that Zara’s falfe ? 

Rut 1 will tempt my fate, and try her virtue j 
I’ll try how far a bold and Ibamelefs woman 
Can urge her falfehood. 

, OR ASM IN. 

O my lord, I fear, 
fi/i. heart like thine - ■ 

O S M A N. 

Be not alarm’d : alas ! 

Ofman, like Zara, never can diffemble : 

But I am mailer of triyfclf, and know 
Howto rdftrain tnyaftger: “yes, Orafmin ; 

. Since Ihedefcends fo low— here^^tske this letter,; 
* This fatal fcro31, Chufe out a trtifty flave. 

And fend it ttfhcr^goi^I* will avoid her: 

Let her* ttbtrdka# beav’ni 1 'tislhe. 
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S C E N E VI. 

OSMAN, Z'AR A, ORASMIN. 

ZARA. 

I have obey’d your orders, and attend you, 

But own they much furpriz’d me ; whence, my ford, 
This fudden meffage? what important bus’nefs— 

OSMAN. 

„ Bus’nefs of moment, madam, of much more 
Than you perhaps imagine 5 I’ve reflefted 
On our condition, Zara : we have made 
Each other wretched, and ’tis fit we come 
To explanations for our mutual int’reft : 

Perhaps my care, my tendemefs, my bounty, 

The confidence my foul repos’d on Zara, 

My pride forgot, my fcepter at thy feet. 

All my officious fervices demanded 
-.Some kind return from Zara $ nay perhaps ■ 

For ever courted, and for ever prefs’d 
By a fond lover, thy relu&ant heart 
Might yield, miftaking gratitude for love 8 
Let us be free and open to each other, 

Anfwer with truth to my fincerity* 

If love’s fupreine unconquerable pow’r 
'Pleads for another, if thy doubtful heart 

E a Uncertain 
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ZARA- 


Uncertain wavers ’twixt his claim and mine, 

Avow it frankly, and I here forgive thee ; 

But paufe not, let me know my rival, quick, 

Now whilft I’m here, whilft l am fpeaking to thee, 
A moment more will be too late for pardon. 

’ ZARA. 

Is this a language fit for me to hear, - 
Or you to fpeak, my lord ? I’ve not deferv d it j ^ 
But know, this injur’d heart, which heav’n hath try’d 
With fore affliction, cou’d defy thy pow’r. 

Did it not feel its foolifo weaknefs ftill 
ForOfman ; were it not for my fond love, 

That fatal paffion, which I ought no more 
To cherifli, never ihou’d I thus defcend 
To juftify my condu£t : whether beav’n, 

' That ftill hath perfecuted wretched Zara, 
decrees that wefoallpafs our lives together, 

I know nots but, whatever be my lot, 

By honour’s facred laws, that in my heart 
Are deeply grav’d, I fwear, were Zara left 
To- her own choice; foe wou’d rejea the vows 
Of pow’rful monarchs kneeling at her feet > 

All wou’d be hateful to her after Ofman s 
. But I will teU th?e more, will open all 
My fooUfo he?rt, will own k figh’d Iot thee 


Long. 
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Long e’er thy paffion juftify’d my own : 

Never did Zara own another mafter, 

Nor ever will: here, bear me witnef9, heav’n ! 
If I offended, if I have deferv’d 
Eternal wrath ; if Zara has been guilty, 

If (he has been ungrateful, ’twas for thee 


OSMAN, 

Good heav’n ! (he talks of tendernefs and love, 
Though I have proof before me of her felfehood ; 
O black ingratitude! O perjur’d Zara! . 


ZARA. 

What fays my lord ? you feem difotder’d. 

OSMAN. 

I am not, for thou lov’ft me*. 


No: 


ZARA. 

That fierce tone. 

And wild demeanor, fuit not with thy words ? , 
Thou talk’d of love, yet fill’d my heajrt with terror. 

O S M A N. 

Thou lov’ft me t ^ 

' / ZAR A. \ 

Can’ll thou doubt it ? yet thy eyes 
Are ited with anger j what indignant looks 
They call upon me ; fury’s in thy afpeft ! 

*Thou doft not doubt* me ? 
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OSMAN. 

^ No I doubt no longer ; 
You may retire: be gone. 

SCENE VII. 

OSMAN, ORASMIN. 
OSMAN. 

Did’ft thou obferve her, 
Orafrnin? how (he braves it to the laft! 

She glories in her crime ; fo artful too, 

So calmly, fo deliberately falfe : 

But fay, my friend, haft thou difpatch’d that Have, 
That 1 may know the word of Zara’s guilt. 

And Ofman’s fhame ? 

ORASMIN. 

1 I have obey’d your orders $. 
Now I may hope you will no longer figh 
For Zara and her treach’rous charms ; henceforth 
You muft behold her with indifference, 

Unlefs you fhou’d at laft repent your juftice. 

And love refuse his empire o’er your heart* 

OSMAN. - 

Orafmin, I adore her more than ever. 

ORASM IN. 

Indeed, my lord ? O heav’n ! 


OSMAN, 
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OSMAN. 

Methinks I fee 

A dawn of hope before me: this young Chriftian, 
This hated rival, bold, prefumptuous, vain. 

Full of his country's levity, perhaps, 

But thinks that Zara liften’d to his vows, 

One look from her might eafily deceive him : 

He thinks Ipmfelf belov'd ; and he alone 
May be to blame, they may not both be guilty : 
She never faw that letter, I have been 
Too ready to believe nftyfelf undone. 

Orafmin, mark me — at the dead of night, 

When darknefs lends her fable veil to hide 
The crimes of mortals, foon as this Nereftan 
Comes to the palace, inftant let the guard 
Seize him, and bound in fetters bring him to me: 
Leave Zara free: thou know'll my heart; thou know'll 
To what excefs I love ; thou know'll how fierce 
My anger is, how cruel my refentment ; 

I tremble but to think on it mylelf ; 

O I have been mod Ihamefully deceiv'd ; 

But woe to thqfe who have olFend&l Ofman. * 

End of the Fourth Act. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
OSMAN, ORASMIN, a Slave. 

osman: 

T HEY’VE told her of it, and fhe comes to 
meet him ; 

Falfe wretch ! — remember, flave, thy mailer’s fate 
Is in thy hands : give her the Chriftian’s letter ; 
Obferve her well, and bring me back her anfvver ; 
Let me know all — butfoft, fhe’s here, Orafmin, 

[To Orafmin. 

Come thou with me, and let thy tender friendfhip 
Teach me to hide my rage and my defpair. 

SCENE II. 

ZARA, FATIMA, a Slave. 
ZARA. 

Who can defire to fpeak with wretched Zara, 

At fuch a time, when all is horror round me ? 

If it fhou’d be my brother 1 but the gates 
Are (hut on ev’ry fide ; yet heav’n’s high hand, 
To ftrengthen my weak faith, by fecret paths 
Might lead him tf me : but what unknown flave- 

SLAVE. 

This letter, madam, trufted to my hands, 

Will fpeak my errand* 


ZARA. 
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Give it me. 

[She reads. 

FATIMA. [Afide, whilft Zara reads the letter. 

Great God! 

Send down thy bleffing, and deliver her 
From barb’rous Ofman ! 

ZARA. 

Fatima, come near nie, 

I mult confult with thee* 

FATIMA. [To the Have. 
You may retire ; 

Be ready when we call to you : away. 

SCENE III. 

ZARA, FATIMA. 

ZARA. 

Read this, my Fatima, and tell me what 
I ought to do: I wou\i obey my brother. 
FATIMA. 

Say rather, madam, that you wou’d obey 
The will of heav’n ; ’tis not Nereftan calls, , 

It is the voice of God. 

ZARA. 

I know it is j. 

And I have fworn toferve him : but th* attempt 
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Is dang’rous to my brother, and to myfelf, 

To all the Chriftians. 

FATIMA. 

’Tis not that alarms you, 

’Tis not their danger that fuggefts thy fears, 

’Tis love : I know thy heart wou’d j udge like theirs, 
Like theirs determine, did not loveoppofe it: 

But O reflect, be miftrefs of thyfelf ; 

You fear t’offend a lover who has wrong’d, 

Who has infulted you ; thou can’ft not fee 
The Tartar’s foul thro’ all his boafted virtues : 

Did he not threaten ev’n whilft he ador’d? 

And yet your heart preferves its fond attachment. 
You figh for Ofman {till. 

ZARA. 

I have no caufe 
To hate him, Ofman never injur’d me: 

He offer’d me a throne, and I refus’d it j 
The temple was adorn’d, the rites prepar’d. 

And I, who ought to have rever’d hispow’r, 
Defpis’d his offer’d hand, and brav’d his anger. 

FATIMA. 

And can’ft thou in this great decifi.ve hour 
Neglett thy duty thu$ to think of love ? 


ZARA. 
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ZARA. 

AH, all confpires to drive me to defpair: 

No pow’r on earth can free me : I wou’d quit 
With joy thefe walls fo fatal to my peace, 

Wou’d wifh to fee the Chriftian’s happier clime. 
Yet my fond heart in fecret longs to flay 
For ever here: how dreadful my condition! 

I know not what I wifh, or what I ought 
To do, and only feelmyfelf mofl wretched: 

0 I have fad forebodings of my fate, 

Avert them, heav’n 1 prefer ve the Chriftians, fave 
My deareft brother !— when Nereftan’s gone, 

1 will take courage, and impart to Ofman 
The dreadful fecret ; tell him to what faith 
This heart is bound, and who is Zara’s God ; 

I know his gen’rous foul will pity me : 

But, be it as it will, whate’er I fuller, 

I never will betray my brother : go, 

A$4 bring hi#i here— -eall back that flave. 

SCENE IV. 

ZARA, alone. 

OGod 

0f my forefathers, God of Lufignan, 

And all our race, O let thy hand dire£l^ 

Thine eye enlighten Zara. 


SCENE. 



8 4 


ZARA. 

SCENE V. 

ZARA, a Slave. 

ZARA. * 

Tell the Chrlftian 
Who gave thee this, he may, depend on me, 

And Fatima is ready to condu£t him. 

[Afide. 

Take courage, Zara, yet thou may’ft be happy. 
SCENE VI. 

OSMAN, ORASMIN, a Slave. 
OSMAN. 

How ling’ring time retards my hafly vengeance ! 
He comes s— well, Have, what fays ihe? anfwer me, 
Speak. 

SLAVE. 

O my lord, her foul was deeply mov’d: 

She wept, grew pale, and trembled; fent me out, 
Then call’d me back, and with a fault’ring voice, 
That fpoke a heart opprefs’d with forrow, promis’d 
To meet him there this night. 

OSMAN. [To the flave. 

Away ; begone j 

It is enough.— Orafmin, hence, I loath' 

The fight of every human being ; go, 


And 
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And leave me to the horrors of my foul ; 

I hate the world, myfelf, and all mankind* 

SCENE VII. 

OSMAN alone 

Where am I ? gracious heav’n ! O fatal paiTion ! 
Zara, Nereftan, ye ungrateful pair, 

Hafte, and deprive me of a life which you 
Have made moft wretched : O abandon’d Zara, 
Thou fhaltnot long enjoy-— what ho! Orafmin. 

SCENE VIII. 

OSMAN, OR AS MIN. 
OSMAN. 

Cruel Orafmm ! thus to leave thy friend 
In his diftrefs ! this rival, is he come? 

O R A S M I N. 

Not yet, my lord. 

OSMAN. 

Detefted night, that lend’ft 
Thy guilty veil to cover crimes like thefe ! 

The faithlefs Zara ! after all my kindnefs— 

Alas ! unmov’d, and with an eye ferene. 


* A manifeft, tho’ Very imperfect imitation of that fine paf- 
fage in Shjkefpear’s Othello, 

Had it pleas’d heav’n to try me with affiiftion, &c, 
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I cou’d have borne the lofs of empire, kept 
My peace of mind in poverty and chains. 

But to be thus deceiv’d by her I Jove.™ 

ORASMIN. 

What purpofe you, my lord? may I requeft.— 
OSMAN. 

Did’ftthou not hear a dreadful cry? 

ORASMIN. 

My lord ! 
OSMAN, 

Methought I heard fome noife : they’re coming. 
ORASMIN. 

No: 

No creature ftirs, the whole feraglio’s wrapp’d 
In lleep : all’s fitent ; night’s dark (hade— - 
OSMAN. 

All fleeps 

But guilt, that wakes and fpreads its horrors round me: 
To urge her bafeneis to a height like this ! 

O Zara, thou coud’ft never know how much, 

How tenderly 1 lov’d, how I ador’d thee ; 

One look from her, Oral min, guides my fate. 

And makes her Oftnan blelt or curs’d for ever : 

Pity my rage, away ! ungrateful woman ! 
ORASMIN. 

And doll thou weep? did Q£man weep? O heav’n ! 

4 OSMAN- 
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OSMAN. 

’Twas the firft time I ever wept, Orafmin ; 

But they are cruel tears, and death e’er long 
Will follow them ; thou fee’ft my fhame, Orafmin 
Now, Zara, weep, for they are tears of blood. 

O R A S M I N. 

I tremble for thee. 

OSMAN. 

Tremble for my love. 

For my hard fufF’rings, for my vengeance: hark! 
They come ; I cannot be deceiv’d > I hear them. 

ORASMIN. 

Clofe by the palace wall they creep along. 

O S M A N, 

Fly, feize Nereftan, bring him here in chains 
Before me. 

SCENE IX, 

OSMAN, ZARA, FATIMA. [Tn the dark,* at the 

bottom of the ftage. 

ZARA. 

Fatima, come near me. 

. O S M A N. 

Hark! 

What do I hear ? ’tis the enchanting voice 

That hath fo oft fedug’d me, that Me tongue. 

The 
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The inftrument of guilt and perfidy j 

But now for vengeance— O ’tis (he, Yis Zara, 

I cannot ftrike, 

[He takes out a dagger^ 
* Th’ uplifted poniard drops 
From my weak hand : O heav’n ! 

ZARA. 

This is the way, 
Come on, fupport me, Fatima. 

FATIMA. 

He comes. 

OSMAN. 

That word awakes my flumb’ring rage; fhe dies. 
ZARA. 

I tremble ev’ry ftep I take ; my heart 
Sinks down with fear : Nereftan, is it you ? 

Fve waited a long time. 

OSMAN. [Runs up to Zara and ftabs her. 

’Tis I, falfe woman! 

’Tis Ofman, whom thou haft betray'd; thou dy’ft. 

ZARA. [failing on a fofa. 

O I am flain ; great God ! 

OSMAN. 

I am reveng’d ; 

What have I done ? puniftfd the guilty ; here 
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I'll leave her ha ! her lover too-— now fate 
Completes my vengeance. 

SCENE the Lift. 

OSMAN, ZARA, NERESTAN, ORaSMIN, Slaves. 
OSMAN. 

Bring the villain hither : 

Approach, thou midnight plunderer, who corn’ll 
To rob me of my all : now, traitor, take 
Thy due reward ; prepare thyfelf for torments, 
For mis’ries, almoll equal to my own : 

You have giv’n orders for his punilhment? 

ORASMIN. 

I have, my lord. 

OSMAN. 

* 

A part of it thou feel’fl 
Already in thy heart ; I fee thou look’ll 
Around thee for the partner of thy crimes, 

The wretch who haft dilhonour’d me — look there. 

NERESTAN. 

What fatal error— ha ! 

OSMAN. 

- Look, there Ihe lies. 

NERESTAN. 

What do I fee? my filler! Zara dead! 

O monfter ! O unhappy hour ! 


OSMAN. 
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OSMAN. 

His fitter ! 

Impoflible ! 

NERESTAN. 

Barbarian, ’tis too true : 

Hafte, Ofman, hafte, and Ihed the poor remains 
Of Lufignan’s high blood ; deftroy Nereftan,. 
The laft of our unhappy race : know, tyrant,. 
That Lufignan was Zara’s wretched father : 
Within thefe arms the good old man expir’d : 
!And fad Nereftan brought his la ft farewell, 

His dying words t q Zara : yes, I came 
To ftrengthen her weak heart, direfl: her will. 
And turn her to the Chriftian faith : alas ! 

She had oppos’d the will of heav’n, and now. 

Our God hath punith’d her for loving thee. 

OSMAN. 

Did Zara love me, Fatima ?- — his fitter!' 

Did (he love Ofman, fay’ft thou ? 

FATIM A. 

Tyrant, yes : 

That was her only crime, and thou haft murther’d 
A lovely innocent who ftill ador’d 
Her cruel matter ; ftill had hopes the God 
Of her forefathers gracious wou’d receive 
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The tribute of her tears, and pity her ; 

Wou'd have companion on her artlefs youth, 
Forgive her weaknefs, and perhaps one day 
Unite her to thee: O to that excefs 
She lov'd thee, that her heart was long divided 
’Twixt Ofman and her God.. 

OSMAN. 1 
It is enough * 

I was belovM : away, I’ll hear no more. 

NERESTAN, 

Who next muft fall a vi£lim to thy rage ? 

Thine and thy father's hand have fpilt the blood 
Of all our race, Nereftan only lives 
To brave thee ; hafte, and fend him to that father 
Whofe guiltlefs daughter thou haft facrific'd : 
Where are your torments? I defpife them all: 

I've felt the worft thou can’ft inflict upon ifie : 

But O if yet, all favage as thou art, ' 

Thou can'ft attend to honour’s voice, remember 
The Chriftian Haves whom thou haft fworn to free : 
Speak, haft thou yet humanity enough 
To keep tjiy facred promife l if thou haft, 

I die contented. 

OSMAN. 


Zaral 


ORASMIN. 
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ORASMIN. 

O fir, go in, 

Let me intreat you— Jet Nercfhm — . 

NERi’S T A N. 

Speak, 

Barbarian, what’s thy will ? 

OSMAN* [After a long paufe. 
Tike off his chains, 
Orafmin, let his friends be all fet f- ce ; 

Let the p' or Chriffians have whatever they wifh ; 
Give them large prefents, and conduct them fafe 
To Joppa* 

ORASMIN. 

Siri 

OSMAN. 

Reply not, but obey me, 

I am thy fultan, and thy friend ; no more. 

But do it inftantly — 

[To Nerefiarw 
And thou, brave warrior, 

Brave, but unfortunate, yet not fo wretched 
As Ofman is, leave thou this bloody fcene, 

And take with thee the victim of my rage, 

The dear, the guiltlefs Zara : to thy king, 

And to thy fellow Chriffians, when thou tell’fl: 
Thy mournful ftory, ev’ry eye will fhed 
A tear for thee $ all will deteft the crime. 


And 
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And fome perhaps lament the fate of Ofman : 

But take this dagger with thee, which I plung’d 
In Zara’s bread:; * tell ’em I kill’d the bed, 

The fweeteft, deareft innocent that heav’n 
E’er form’d ; this cruel hand deftroy’d her: tell ’em 

That I ador’d, and that I have reveng’d her; 

[Stabs himfelf, 
[To his attendants. 

Refpeft this hero, and conduft him fafe. 
NERESTAN. 

Direct me, heav’n! mid’ft all my miferies, 

And all thy guilt, I mud admire thee, Ofman $ 
Nay more, thy foe Neredan mud lament thee. 

End of the Fifth and lad Act. 


* This is plainly copied from Othello’s laft fpeech > it i* ofa* 
fervablc that Mr. Vultairo, who takes every opportunity of con* 
demning the great Shakefpear, has, notwithftaiuiing, CQilda* 
tended, in many places, to borrow' from him* 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

T HIS comedy is partly imitated from an Englilh 
piece, called, the Plain Dealer. It docs 
not fuit very well with the French llage, the manners 
are too rough and bold, though much lefs fo than in 
the original. The Englifh feem to take too much 
liberty, and the French too little. 
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M. de Dorfise, a Widow. 

M. de Billet, her Coufin. 

Collette, Chambermaid to Dorfife* 
Blandford, a Captain of a Ship. 

Darmin, his Friend. 

Bartolin, a Cafhier. 

Mondor, a Coxcomb. 

Adine, Niece to Darmin, and difguis’d like a young 
Greek. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

D ARM IN, ADINE. 

AD I N E, drefl like a Turk, 

O My dear uncle, what a cruel voyage 1 what 
dangers have we run! and then my drefs 
and appearance too: {till muft I conceal under this 
turban my fex, my name, and the fecret of my 
foolilh heart, 

D A R M I N. 

At laft we are return’d fafe : in good truth, niece, 
I pity you; buf, your father dying confulin Greece, 
both of us left as we were after his death without 
money or friends ; your youth, beauty and accom- 
"plifhments but fo many dangerous advantages ; and 
F 2, to 
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to crown all our misfortunes, that wicked Bafliaw 
defperately in love with you ; what was to be done ? 
you were oblig’d to difguife yourfelf, and make 
your efcape as faft as poffible. 

A D I N E. 

Alas! I have yet other dangers to encounter with. 


DARMIN. 

Dear girl, be compos’d, nor blufti at what can’t be 
prevented ; embarking with me infuch a hurty, and 
forc’d to difguife yourfelf in that manner, you con’d 
not, with any decency, refume your $e&on board a 
£hip before a hundred Tailors, who were i»&re to be 
fear’d than your old debauch’d Bafhaw : but happily 
for us, every thing has turn’d out well, and we are 
fafely arrived at Marfeilles, out of the rea^h of 
amorous Bafhaws, near your friends and relations,, 
amongft Frenchmen, and good fort of people. 

adine. 

Blandford is certainly an honeft man : bu^KoW 
dearly will his virtues coft me! that I fhou’d be > 
forc’d t q return with him ! 


DARMIN. c 

Your deceas’d father defign’d you for him: 
had fet his heart on that match, when you were?l|p||^ 
a child. : ; 

AvmMk 
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A D I N E. 

There he was deceiv’d. 


DARMIN. 

Blandford, my dear, when he is better acquainted 
with you, will do juftice to your charms: he can 
never be long attach’d to a prude, who makes it 
her perpetual ftudy to deceive and impofe upon him. 

' A D I N E. 

, They fay (he is handfome: he is conftant in his 
nature? ancPtyili always love her. 

i* J. 

( * D A R M r N. 

:/*' CohJfltelt ! who is fo in love, child? 

A D I N E. 

; afraid of Dorfife. 

DARMIN. 

-O'^JShe has too much intrigue about her : her pru- 
they fay, has a little too much gallantry in it : 
net .'J}eart isfalfe, and her tongue fcandalous: never 
fear her, my girl, deceit can only laft for a time. 


‘ . A DINE. 

|'^Ay, but that time may be long, very long : the 
|3|§ught makes me miferable : Dorfife deceives him, 
^H^Dorfife has found the way to pleafe. 


F 3 
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DARMIN. 

But, after all, niece, has Blandford really got 
far into your heart ? 

ADINE. 

He has indeed ; ever /mce that day, when the 
two Algerine veflels attack’d us with fuch violence: 
O how I trembled for him! I think verily I was as 
much frighten’d for him as for you ; I wifhM to be a 
man indeed, that I might have defended him : don’t 
you remember, uncle, it was Blandford alone who 
fav’d us when our fhip was on fire? good heav’n! 
how I admir’d his courage, and his virtues ! they are 
deeply grav’d in my heart, and never to be effaced. 

DARMIN. 

A grateful heart cannot but be prejudic’d In fa- 
vour of fuch diftinguifh’d virtue. I don’t fo much 
wonder at your choice : fine eyes, a noble de- 
meanor, a good fhape, and fcarce thirty years of 
age, thefe are great recommendations to his— vir- 
tue : but then his ftrange humour, and aufterity, 
can furely never be agreeable to you. 

>A D I N E. 

Why not ? I am naturally ferious myfelf, and per-* 
haps in him may be fond even of my own faults. 

DARMI N, 
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DARMIN. 

He hates the world. 

A D I N E. 

They fay, he has reafon. 

DARMIN. 

His temper is too eafy and complying, he relies 
too much on others, and is too generous ; and then 
his morofenefs makes his freedom difagreeable. 

A D I N E. 

The greateft fault he has, in my opinion, is his 
paflion for Dorfife. 

DARMIN. 

That's too true ; why then won’t you endeavour 
to open his eyes, difabufe him, and fhine in your 
true chara&er? 

ADTNE, 

How is it poflible to fhine in any character till 
we are able to pleafe ? alas 1 from the firft day he 
took us both on board, I have been afraid he Ihou’d 
difcover me, and now. I am on fhore have ftill the 
fame apprehenfions. 

D A R MI N. 

I intended to have difcover’d you to him myfelf. 

A D I N E. 

for heav’ns fake don’t ; but join with me in my 
delign upon him : facrific’d as I am to the ador’d 
F 4 Dorfife, 
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Dorfife, I wou’d wifh to remain ftill unknown to 
him, and wou’d have him continue a ftranger to 
that vi&im which he offers up to love. 

DARMIN. 

What then is your defign? 

A D I N E. 

This very night to retire to a convent, and avoid 
the fight of an ungrateful man, whom I cannot 
help loving. 

DARMIN. 

Indeed, niece, thofe who go to a convent in hafte, 
generally live to repent it at leifure : I tell you child, 
time will do all things : in the mean while a more 
dreadful misfortune calls for our attention : the very 
inftant that this new * Du-Gue fo nobly got off his 
fliip, both his fortune and mine went to the bottom : 
we. are both involv’d in the fame calamity, and are 
come to Marfeiiles full of hope, but without a fhil- . 
ling ! and muft therefore look out for fome imme- 
diate afliftance : love, my dear niece, is not always 
the only thing to be thought of. 


Alluding to the famous Gue-Trouin, the French admiral. 

A D I N E. 




ADJNE. 

There, uncle, I differ from you ; when we are 
in love, I think it is. 

DARMIN, 

Time will open your eyes : love, my dear, at 
your age is blind, but not at mine ; and where there 
is no fortune, and nothing but grief and poverty 
with it, has very few charms; only the rich and 
happy fliould be in love. 

A D I NE. 

You think then, my dear uncle, that now you 
are in diftrefs you can have no miflrefs ; and that 
your widow Burlet will forfake you immediately, 
as foon as (lie knows your circumftanccs. 

DARMIN. 

My diftrefs perhaps may ferve her for an excufe, 
fuch my dear, is the cuftom of the world;' but I 
have other cares to affli£t me, I want money, and 
that’s the moft preffing calamity. 

SCENE II. 

# 

BLANDFORD, DARMIN, ADINE. 

. BLANDFORD. 

So ! fo ! in the age we live in every thing may be 
had of every body but money ; what a heap of clofe 
F 5 embraces. 
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embraces, tides, fulfome compliments, falfe oaths r 
joyous welcomes, have I receiv’d from this whole 
city 1 but no fooner were they acquainted with my dif- 
trefs than every foul forfook me : fuch is this world. 

DARMIN. 

It is indeed a bafe one : but your friends came 
in fearch of you ? 

BLANDFORD. 

Friends! know you any fuch ? I have look’d for 
them, and have found a number of fcoundrels of 
every rank and degree : I have found honeft men 
too, that live in the bofom of indolence and plenty,* 
3ike their own marbles, hard, polifh’d, and always 
wrapp’d up in themfelves, and their own interefts ; 
but worthy hearts, elevated fouls, who were not the 
flaves of fortune, fuch as take a generous pleafure 
in relieving the unhappy, thefe, Darmin, I have 
feldom, very feldom met with: there is no.ught but 
vice and corruption on every fide : Mammon is the 
* god of this world ; and I wi(h, with all my heart, 
that all mankind was funk with ourveflel, and was 
bury’d in the waves. 

DARMIN. 

Be fo good as to except me from your general 
fentence. 


ADINE, 
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ADfNE. 

The world, I do believe, is falfe : and yet I think 
there is in it (till a heart worthy of you *, a heart that 
can boaft of courage with fenfibility, and ftrength 
with foftnefs ; which wou’d refent the unkincltrcat- 
ment you have met with by loving you, if poflible, 
but the more for it : tender in its vows, and con (tan t 
in its attachment to you. 

BLANDFORD. 

Invaluable treafure ! but where is it to be found? 


In me. 


AD INE. 
BLANDFORD. 


In thee ! away, deceitful boy, am I in a condi- 
tion, think you, to liften to fuch idle tales? pry- 
thee, young man, chufe a litter time to jed in : yes,, 
£ven in this world, I know there are pure and un- 
corrupted hearts, who will cherilh m'y misfortune,, 
and pity my diftrefs : even in this low condition I 
have the happinefs to refleft, that Dorfife at lealb 
knows how to love and to diftinguifh virtue. 


A D I N E. 

Dorfife then is the idol of your heart ? 


She is. 


BLANDFORD. 
A D I N E. . 


You have tryki and provkl her then?.' 

F 6 BLAND- 
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BLAN9FORD. 

I have. 

D ARM IN. 

My late brother, before he went Into Greece, if 
I remember right, defign’d my niece for you. 

BLANDFORD, 

Your late brother, my friend, had a bad choice 
then : I have made a much better : I have deter- 
min’d in favour of that virtue which, banifh’d from 
the world, hath taken up its refidence in the bread 
of my Dorfife. 

ADINE. 

Merit like her’s is rare indeed ; lam adonifh’d at 
it : but, great as it is, it cannot equal her happinefs. 

BLANDFORD. 

This youth is of a noble nature, and I love him ; 
he takes my part even againft you. 

D A R M IN. 

Not fo much perhaps as you think : but pray tell 
me, how happen’d it that this Dorfife, with all her 
attachment and love for you, never wrote to you for 
a whole year ? 

BLANDFORD. 

Wou’d you have had her write to me through the 
air, or the pod travel by fea ? I have receiv’d large 

packets 
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packets from her before now, letters wrote in fuch 
a ftile too — fo much trfcth, fo much goodfenfe, no- 
thing affefted, embarrafs’d, orobfcure, nofalfewit, 
nothing but the language of nature and the heart 5 

fuch is the effect of real love. 

* 

D A R M I N. [To Adine. 

You turn pale. 

BLANDFORD. 

[Looking earneftly at Adine, 

What's the matter with you ? 

A D I N E. 

With me, fir? O fir, I have got a fad pain at 
my heart. 

BLANDFORD. [To Darmin. 

His heart ! and what a tone too ! a girl of his age 
wou’d have more ftrength and courages I love the 
lad, but am aftonifh’d at his effeminacy : he was ne- 
ver made for fuch a voyage ; he’s afraid of the fea, the 
enemy, and every wind that blows : I caught him one 
day fitting down to a looking-glafs : he appears to be 
cut out for the gay world, to fit in a box at a play- 
houfe and admire his fine form, which he feems to 
be mightily enamoured with : ’tis a very Narciffus. 

DARMIN. 

He has beauty. 


BLAND- 
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BLANDFORD. 

Ay, but he fliou’d beware of vanity. 

A D IN E. • 

You need not fear, fir, ’tis not myfelf that I ad- 
mire : I am more likely to hate myfelf, I allure you ; 
I love nothing that refembles me. 

BLANDFORD. 

Dorfife, my friend, is after all the miftrefs of my 
fate : convinc’d as l long have been of her pru- 
dence, I gave her a promife of marriage ; at part- 
ing I v left every thing I had in her pofleflion, jewels,, 
notes, contrails, ready money, all, thank heav’n,-, 
have I frankly trufted to my dear Dorfife ; and her I 
confignkl to the virtue of my friend Mr* Bartholin. 

D ARM IN. 

What! Bartholin the cafhier?' 

BLANDFORD. 

The fame ; a good friend, who efteems me,, 
and whom I love. 

D A RMIN. 

[Ia an ironical tone. 

To be fure you hive made an excellent choice, 
and are extremely happy in a miftrefs and a friend : 
not at all prejudic’d. 


BLANDi 
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BLANDFORD. 

Not In the leaft : I am impatient at their abfence*. 
and long to fee them. 

A D I N E. [Afide,- 

I can bear it no longer : I muft go. 

BLANDFORD. 

You feem diforder’d. 

A D I N E. 

Every one has fome misfortunes or other ; mine 
are heavy indeed, they overpower me, but they will 
ceafe — with Blandford*s. 

[She goes out* 

BLANDFORD. 

I know not why, but his grief affedts me. 

DARMIN. 

Tis an amiable youth,, and feems wonderfully 
attached to you, 

BLANDFORD, 

Blandford ? s heart is not a bad one, and what for- 
tune I have, how fmall foever it be, fhall be in com- 
mon with us both ; as foon as Dorfife returns me the 
money I left with her, your young Adine fhall have 
a part of it : I wifh his voice was a little more maf- 
culine, an5 his air more eafy : but time and care 
muft form the manners of youth : he is modeft, 
feufible, and has juft notions of right and wrong. 

I ob- 
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I obferv’d through the whole voyage, that he wou’d 
blufh at any indecent expreflions which my people 
made ufe of on board : I promife you I fhall endea- 
vour to be a father to him. 

DARMIN. 

That’s not what he wants of you ; but come, let 
us go immediately to Dor fife, at leaft we fhall get 
your money of her. 

BLANDFORD. 

True: but that unlucky Daemon, that always ac- 
companies me, has contriv’d to keep her in the 
country ftill. 

darmin. 

Well, but the cafhier --— - 

BLANDFORD. 

The cafhier is there too ; but they will both come 
to town, as foon as they know I am here. 
DARMIN. 

You are fatisfy’d then that M. Dorfife is always 
devoted to your fervice. 

BLANDFORD. 

Why {hou’d fhe not ? if I keep my faith to her, 
furely fhe may do the fame by me $ I have not 
been fo loolifh, as, like you, to throw away my 
heart on a gay coquette. 


DAR- 
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D A R M I N. 

It may happen that I fhall find myfelf defpis’d, 
but that you know every man is liable to ; I own 
to you, her airy trifling humour is very different 
from that of her wife coufin. 

BLANDFORD. 

But what will you do with a heart fo— — 

DARMIN. 

Nothing at all : I fhall hold my tongue, till our 
two fair idols make their appearance at Marfeilles ; 
apropos, here comes our friend Mondor. 

BLANDFORD. 

Our friend ? faid you ! he our friend ? 

DARMIN. 

His head no doubt is a little of the lighteft, but 
at the bottom he is a worthy chara&er. 

BLANDFORD. 

Prythee undeceive thyfelf, dear Darmin, and be 
aflfur’d that friendfhip requires. a firmer mind than 
his ; fools are incapable of love. 

DARMIN. 

But the wife man, does he love fo much then ? 
come, we may reap fome advantages from this fool 
^otwithftanding ; as the cafe now ftands with us, 
there will be no harm in borrowing his money. 

SCENE 
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SCENE IU. 

BLANDFORD, DARMIN, MONDOR. 

MONDOR. 

Morrow, morrow, my dears *, fo you are (till 
in the land of the liv ing : I’m glad on’t, glad on’t, 
with all my heart: good morrow to you ; but pray, 
who is that pretty boy I faw in t’other room ? whence 
comes he ? did he come over with you ? what is he, 
Turk, Greek, your fon, your page, what do you do 
with him? where do you fup to-night, ha? boys, 
where do you throw your handkerchiefs? what! 
are you going poft to Verfaillcs to give an account 
of your battles ? have you got ever a patron here ? 

BLANDFOR D. 

No. 

MONDOR. 

What, never made your bows at court? 

BL ANDFORD. 

No : I made my bows at fea ; my fervices are my 
patrons ; the only artifices I make ufe of 5 I never 
was at court in my life. 

MONDOR. 

V* 

Then you never got any thing. 


BLAND; 
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BLANDFORD. 

1 never afk’d it I wait till the matters eye in it£ 
own time fhall find me out. 

M O N D O R. 

Yes : and thefe fine fentiments will carry you, as 
they do every body elfe, at their own time, to gaol* 

D A R M I N. 

We are pretty near it already, for our honour 
and glory has not left us a (hilling. 

M O N D O R. 

, I am inclin’d to. think fo* 

D A R M I N. 

Dear knight, let us fairly confefs to you — ««f 
MON DOR. 

In two words I mufl inform you—— 

D A R M I N. 

That our friend here has had a terrible lofs — 

M O N D O R. 

That I have made, my dear, a difeovery-— 

DARMIN, 

Of all his fortune 

MONDOR. 

Of a famous beauty— 


BAR- 
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D AR MIN, 

Which he was carrying — — 

MONDOR. 

To whom without vanity 

DARMIN. 

By fea— 

M ON DOR. 

After a deal of myfterious conduft 

DARMIN. 

In his'fhip 

MONDOR. 

I have the happinefs to be well with* 

DARMIN. 

This, fir, is a misfortune — 

MONDOR. 

O ’tis a mod enchanting pleafure to conquer thefe 
exceffive fcruples, to get the better of that modefty, 
that fierce angry preceptor who- is always thwart- 
ing and fcolding at nature : I had once an inclina- 
tion for lady Burlet, for her gayety, and thofe pretty 
light airs fhe gives herfelf ; but that was a foolifh 
tafte, as foolifh as herfelf. 

DARMIN. 

Pm glad to hear it. 


MON- 
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MONDOR. 

0 no, Vis the prude I doat on : encourag’d by the 
difficulty, I prefented my apple to the beauty. 

D A R M I N. 

Ay, fir, this prude, who has captivated your 

heart, this proud beauty is- - 

MONDOR, 

Dor fife. 

B LANDFORD. [Laughing, 

Dorfife ! is it? O you know, I fuppofe, who 
you are fpeaking to? 

MONDOR. 

To you, my friend. 

BLANDFORD. 

1 pity thy folly, young man, and fhall take care 
that, for the future, this lady fhall never encou- 
rage fuch fparks as you. 

MONDOR. 

Very well, my dear: but let me tell you,— *your 
wife woman never complains when fhe is taken by 
a fool. 

BLANDFORD. 

Be fo kind however, my friend, as to play the 
fool no longer with her, for know, her virtues are 
deftin’d to make me happy ; Ihe is mine, and has 
^promis’d to marry me 5 fte waits with impatience 
till we are United. 


MON. 
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MONDOR [Laughing. 

The pretty note that my friend Blandford has 
there ! [To D or min ,] you fay he wants a few more 
in his diftrefs ; here, Darmin. 

[He is going to give him a pocket-book. 

BLANDFORD. [Stopping Darmin. 

Stay, take care, Darmin. 

DARMIN. 

Why, you wou’d not— 

BLANDFORD. 

From him I wou’d not — receive any thing ; when 
I do any man the favour to borrow of him, it fhali be 
one whom I think worthy of it ; it fhali be a friend. 

MONDOR. 

And am not I your friend ? 

BLANDFORD. 

No, fir: a friend indeed? an excellent friend, that 
wants to run away with my wife ; a friend who this 
very night perhaps wou’d entertain twenty coxcombs 
at my expence : O I know them well ; thefe fafhion* 
able friends, thefe friends of the world. 

MONDOR. 

That world, fir, which you grumble at, is bet* 
ter than all your ill humour. Your fervant, fir. 

4 lam 
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I am going this moment to the fair Dorfife, to fplit 
my fides with laughing at your folly. 

[Is going off. 

BLANDFORD. [Stopping him. 
What fay you fir? Darmin, how is this? can, 
Dorfife be here ? 

MO N D OR. 

Moft affuredly. 

BLANDFORD. 

O hcav’n ! 

M O N D O R. 

And pray what is there in that fo wonderful? 

BLANDFORD. 

In her own houfe ? 

MON DOR. 

Yes, I tell you, at Marfeilles ; I met her juft as I 
came in, returning in a violent hurry from the 
country. 

BLANDFORD. [Afide. 

To meet me ! thank heav’n ! now all my forrows 
are paft: come, PH go, and fee her, 

MON DOR, 

Done : with all my heart : the more fools there 
arc, the more one laughs, 

BLANDFORD, [Going to the door. 

I'll rap. 

M O N D O R, 

Rap away. 

COLLETTE. [In the houfe. 

Who's there ? 

BLAND- 



120 


T H E I- R U D E. 
BLANDFORD. 

'Tis I. 

MON D OR. 

'Tis I myfelf. 

SCENE IV. 

BLANDFORD, DARMIN, COLLETTE, MONDOR. 
COLLETTE. [Coming out of the houfe. 
Blandford l Darmin £ ^tnazing: lord, fir — 

; -N.WL AND FORD. 

Collate f- ' '*• & 

COL LETTE. 

Blefs me, fir, I thought you had been drown’d 
long ago ; you’re welcome, fir. 

BLANDFORD. 

No, Collette ; juft heav’n, propitious to my 
love, preferv’d me, that I rmght once more fee 
thy dear miftrefs. 

COLLETTE. 

She is this moment gone out, fir. 

DARMIN. 

And her coufin too ? 

COLLETTE. 

Yes, fir, her coufin is gone along" with her# 
BLANDFORD. 

But where, for heav’n's fake, is flie gone ? where 
muft I find her i 


C 0 L- 
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COLLETTE. 

[Making a prudifh. courtefie. 

At the— aflembly. 

blandford. 

What afiembly? 

COLLETTE. 

Lord, fir, you are mighty ignorant : you muft 
know, fir, there are about twenty ladies of fafhion 
moft intimately connected together to reform the 
age, to corrett our foolifli young women, to fut- 
ftitute in the room of that fcandal which now pre- 
vails a prudent modefty and referve, and M. Dor- 
fife is at the head of the party. 

BLANDFORD. [To Darmin. 

But how happens it, Darmin, that fuch a cox- 
comb as this Ihou’d be fuffer’d by fo rigid, fo fcvere 
a beauty ? 

DARMIN. 

O prudes love coxcombs. 

BLANDFORD. 

Where does (he go from the affembly? 

COLLETTE. 

That I cari*t tell : to do good in fecret I fuppofe. 

BLANDFORD. 

Secretly 1 , that’s the height of virtue j but when 
may I, in my turn, fpeak with her at home? 

Vojl. V* G M ON- 
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M O N D O R. 

That fir, yomrtuft afk me ; and I believe I may 
venture to grant it you: you rnay fee her, fit, as 
you us’d to do. 

BLANDFORD. 

Your bufinefs, fir,, i$ to refpe£t her, and take 
care that you fay |ao|hii^4o her prejudice. 

D A \ N. 

And her cpttfin too, pray where is flie to be 
found? T was ‘told they liv’d together. 

COLLET TE. 

They do fo : but their taftes are different, and 
they are feldom together. M. Burlet, with ten or 
a dozen young fellows, and as many pretty women, 
entertains herfelf every day, keeps a plentiful ta- 
ble, and goes for ever to the comedy : afterwards 
they dance, or play ; always at her houfe you will 
meet with good fuppcrs, new, fongs, and bons.mots, 
old, wines, r$d and white, ice-cream, liqueurs, new 
ribbons, Saxon monkies, rich bagatelles, invented 
by * Hebert for the ufe of the fine ladies day and 
night, pleafures fucceeding pleafures; fcarce is 
there a moment left even to fcandalife one another. 


A famous dealer in trinkets at Paris, 
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MO^DO R. 

Ay, this, my frie,nd, is 'the way to live. 

D A R MIN. 

But whither muft I follow her? 

C O LLETTE. 

Every where ; for (he runs about from morning 
to night, and fees every thing j plays, balls, mufic, 
fuppers ; (lie is always employ'd : perhaps very late 
in the evening you may meet with her and her joy- 
ous companions at home, about fupper time. 

BLAND FORD. 

If, after what I have heard, you are fond of her, 
my friend, you muft have, as little underftanding 
as hcrfelf ; is it poflible to love a woman, who has 
all the follies of her fex put together? to be fure it 
will be worth your while to follow her chariot 
wheels, to dance after a coquette, and figh and 
whine for a ridiculous creature, who thinks of no- 
thing but her pleafyres, 

D A R M I N. 

I may be mistaken, but I cannot help thinking 
that a love of pleafure, and the ftri&eft honour, may 
he ^onfiftent with each other ; and I am likewife 
of opinion, with all due deference to you be it 
G 2 fpoken, 
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fpoken, that a prude, with all her feverity of virtue, 
may do a great deal of good in public, and yet 
in fccret is often good for — juft nothing. 
BLANDFORD. 

Well, well ! we lhall.be better judges by and by j 
; you lhall fee my ch trice, and 1 your’s. 

MOHBO R. 

Ay, ay, by that time y|b* return, my dears, the 
{dace will be taken. 

BLANDFORD. 

By whom, pray? 

MON DOR. 

By me. 

BLANDFOR D. 

By you i 

MONDO R. 

. I have made too good ufe of your abfence to be 
afraid of your prefence, I allure you: fo, fare ye 
Well. 

SC E N E V. 
BLANDFORD, DARMIN. 
BLANDFOR D. 

Well, what think you? can one^ be jealous of 
fuch a creature ? 

DARMIN. 

O, fools have fortune, you know ; nothing r*«re 
common. 

BLAND- 
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B JL A I'TD^jpO R D. 

You can never imaging fare—- 

D AR M I N. 

O yes : your fenfible women are very fond of 
fools at times : but I inuft take my leav#, to know 
my own fate, and fee whether I am a happy or a 
forfaken lover* 

£He goes out. 

BLANDFORD alone. 

Ay, ay, make hafte, and get your difmiflion : 
poor fellow! I pity him : how happy am I to have 
made choice of a woman worthy my efteem ! un- 
fortunate as I have been, I have reafon to blefs the 
hour of my return : reafon increafes my paffion : 
yes: I am refolv’d j I will leave the world, the 
whole ungrateful world, for one good and worthy 
woman. I have had enough of hopes and fears : 
the port at length appears, and there will I flielter 
myfelf : what is all the world to this ? a foolilh, ridi- 
culous, fatal world ! ought I not to deteft it ? there 
is not a friend remaining in it ; not a creature, who 
at the botuam really cares a farthing for one : O ’tis 
a vile world: if there is any love or affeflion to be 
e^§£l:ed, it muR be from a wife ; all the difficulty 
Is how to chufe one. A coquette is a monfter one 
G 3 wouM 
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wou’4 avoid, butabc-a-^tiful, a lender, and a fen- 
Cble woman, isTienobleft work of nature. 

End of the First Act. 

! ■ . ;» m » . ■ ,i, 

ACT II. SCENE I. 
DORFISE, M. de Bt^Lsf/ MONDOR. 
DORFISE. 

I MU ST beg you, Mr. Mondor, not to indulge 
yourfelf in this exceflive familiarity : it is im- 
poffible for ears fo chafte as mine to fuller fuch 
liberties. 

M O N J^O'R. [Laughing. 

And y et you like ’em : you rate me for my im- 
pertinence, but you liften to it: why, my dear, 
yotir hair is cut fhort on purpofe, that you may 
hear the better. 

DORFISE. 

Again ? 

M. deBURLET, 

Indeed I /hall take his part : you ar£ rigid, 
and afFeft too much feverity ; liberty is 
licentioufnefs ; there is nothing indt*. 
opinion, in little Tallies of innocent mirth and 

gayety* 
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gaycty, which we_m£f"<?hWe whether we will un- 
derftand or not ; but your outrugious virtue wou’d 
Ihut up our mouths and our ears together. 

DORFISE. 

I wou’d indeed, coufm : and moreover^ I wou’d 
rulvife you to fhut your: doors too againft fom$ 
vifitors whom I frequently fee here ; I have tola 
you often enough, coufin, it will ruin your repu- 
tation : how can you fuffer fuch a libertine crew; j 
Cleon, that pretty fellow, who is mighty brilliant 
without a fpark of wit, and is always laughing at 
the good things he wou’d make you believe he has 
juft faid : Damon, who, for twenty beauties that 
he is in love with, makes twenty madrigals as in- 
fipid as himfelf ; and that Robi#, who is always talk- 
ing of himfelf, with the old pedant that .makes 
every creature fick of him : then there’s my coufih 
too, that——— 

MO N D O R. 

Enough, enough, madam : let every body fpeak in 
their turn; and fince your ladyfhip fhews fo much 
good nattrfe^in fpeaking of the world, I will endea- 
vour to^Avince you I have at leaft as much charity 
qyfcflrielf, and propofe giving you in three words a 
picture of the whole city : to begin then with— 
g 4 D <3 11- 
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D O. R;.F l *j E. 

Stop thy licentious tongue : none fhou’d dare to 
chaftife vice but perfons of the* ftrifteft virtue : I 
Cannot bear to hear libertines fatirifing others who 
are much lefs culpable than themfelves ; for my 
part, what I fay is from my regard to the honour of 
human nature, and difguft of the world, this vile 
world : how I do hate it ! 

M. deBURLET. 

For all that, coufin, it has fome attra&ions. 
DORFISE, 

For you, I believe it has, and to your ruin. 

M. deBURLET. 

And has it none for you* coufin ? do you really 
hate the world? v, 

D O RF I S E. 

Horribly* 

M, deBURLET. 

And all the pleasures of it? 

" " - DORFISE. 

Abominably. 

M. deBURLET, 

Plays ? balls ? 

MON D O R. 

' Mufic, dancing— 

DORFISE. 

O, my dear, they are all the devil's invenfSons. 

M. de 
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M. de B|U R L E T. 

But drefs anddineryy you muft acknowledge— 
-g O RFISE. 

All vanity ! O how I regret every minute thrown 
away at my toilette ! I hate to look at my ft: If ; and, 
of all things in nature detcfl a looking-glafs. 

M. deBURLET. 

And yet, my dear rigid coufin, you feem tolera- 
bly well drefs’d. 

DORFISE. 

Do I? 

MONDOR, 

Extremely well. 

DORFISE. 

Plain, very plain. 

M O N D O R. 

But with tafle. 

M. deBURLET. 

You may fay what you pleafe, but your wife lady- 
fliip loves to pleafe. 

DORFIS E. 

I love to pleafe ? O heav’n ! 

M. deBURLET. 

Come, come, be honeft: have not you fpme fmall 
inclination to this young rattle? he's not iU made.. 

[Pointing to Mondor.. 
M O N D O R. 

Ofy! 

M. deBURLET. 
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DORinsk 
O abominable! a hanflwije .young man is my 
averfion ; handfome and yourig! O fy, fy. 
MOND OR. 

,L Upon my foul, madam, I am concern’d for- both, 
of us ; the wicked woman to talk fo : but pray, ma- 
dam, this Blandford, who is come back without his 
ihip, is he fo rich, and young,rand handfome t 
DOR FI S E. 

Blandford ? why, is he here ? 

MOND OR. 

, Certainly. 

COLLETTE. [Ent’ring haftily. 
O madam! I come to tell you -w— 


.. < . * DORF I [Whifp’ring Collette. 

■ ,V • ’ de B’ttR LETTE. 
/■HSvr’sthis? ' 

4 > ; y ;r • DORFISE. [To Mondor. 

\ I thought lince he took his leave of me he had 
been Jj^r’d of all his faults'; to tell you the truth, I 
ifj&gtn’d he had been dead long ago. 


f. ' ..mondor. .i 

| JTo, madam, he is alive, I aflure yom the 
fate intends to fink me at once ; he 
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D O R 1 1 S E. [A/ide to Collette. 

G Collette ! 

I^oll'ette. 

O madam ! 

DORFfSE. [ToMondor. 

Dear fir, can’t you find out fome means of fend-'- 
ing him to fea again ? 

MONDORr. 

O yes : with all my heart, 

M. de BUR LET. 

Pray, fir, are there any news of his intimate* 
friend and confidant, Darmin? is he arriv’d too? - 
MONDOR. 

He is, madam : the captain it feems fell in with 
him at fome port or other : they have had a battle 
at fea, and now returned home without a ftivcr ; 
Blandford has brought with him a little Greek too,* 
the handfomeft, genteeleft~~— -v 
DORFISE. 

O yes : I believe I faw him juft by my houfe: : 
large black eyes? 

MONDO R. 

The fame. 

D O R F I S Ei . 

¥^!)Jtrating, yet full of foftnefs : rofy cheeki? ft 

% MONDOR. 

# has fo* 

G 6 


D O R 



MONDOR.’ 

The very paragon of nature. 

DORFISE. 

If his morals are good ; if he is well-born and dif~ 
creet, Til fee him : you fhall bring him to me — tho' 
he is young. 

M. deBURLET. 

I mull find out Darmin’s lodging as foon as pof- 
fible : here la Fleur, go this minute and carry him 
this five hundred pounds, \Jbe gives a purfe to la 
Fleur .] and tell him I expe£t Blandford and him to 
fupper with me : our friends have long wifh’d for 
his return, and none more than myfdf ■, never did 
I know a better creature, more honeft, or ingenu- 
ous : I admire above all things his amiable compla- 
cency, and thofe focial virtues that fo ftrongly re- 
commend him. 

DORFISE. 

Blandford is not of his difpofuion : he is fo ferious* 

M ON D OR. 

So full of fpleen ! 

DORFISE. 

True, and fo jealous ! 
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M O N'D 0 R. 

&o affronting I ^jL 

§0*^ S E. 

He is—— V 

MONDOR. 

Very true. 

DORFISE. 

Let me fpeak, fir ; I fay be is— 
MONDOR. 

Yes, madam, I attend to you— he is' 

DORFISE. 

He is in fhort a dangerous man. 

M. de B U R L E T. 

They tell me he has fought nobly for his king and 
country, and diftinguifh’d bimfelf greatly at fea. 

DORFISE. 

That may be, coufin, but by land he is dreadfully 
troublefome. 

MONDOR. 

And befides he is — 



M. dc 
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M. de B’C/RLKT. 

But I have heard, wjx that you formerly 
gave him fomt hop to — 


D O R F 


. f; 


Yes : but fince that I have taken an and path y to 
the whole world, and quitted tt . 1 beg.m with 
him ; ’twas lie and the world together that have 
made me fo fearful. 


S C r. N E II. 

DORFISE, M. de BUR LET, MONDER, COLLETTE, 


COLLETT E. 
DORFISE, 


Madam ! 

Well! 

COLLETTE. 
Mr. Blandford is come. . 


DORFISE.. 

O heav'n 1 

M. de BURLETTE.. 

Is Darmin with him ? 

COLLETTE.. 

Yes, madam. . 

M. de. burlet; 

Lam heartily glad on’t. 

DORFISE. 

And Pm heartily, forry $ I muft retire , - M 

fly from the whole world. 

N 




SCENE III. 

M. de BURLEF, BLaNDFO'D, DARMIN, 
MON DOR, A^I\E. 

D A R M T N. [To M, de Burlet. 

Permit me, madam, at length on my knees — 

M. de B U R L E T. £ Running up to Darmin. 

O my dear Darmin, come along, Pve made a 
party for you to go to the ball when the comedy is 
over: we’ll prate as we go along. j nvy chariot’s 
below. 

[To Blandford. 

And you, Mr. Solemnity, will you come with us? 

BLANDFORD. 

No: I come here, madam, on a ferious affair:- 
away, ye train of trifiers, go, and pretend to plea- 
fures which you never enjoy j go, and be weary of 
as foon ns you can : you and I, [turn* 
inv J will go in fearch of Dorfife. 

SCENE 
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S CENE rv. 

BLANDFORD, A^lf^COLLETTE, 
BLANUFOkD, 

There we (hall fee a woman indeed ; a %oman 
fubmitting to every duty of life 5 a woman who for 
me has renounc’d the whole world and who to 
her faithful paffion joins the molt Scrupulous and 
rigid virtue : I hope you will endeavour to recom- 
mend yourfelf to her. 

ADINE. 

Of that, fir, you may affure yourfelf ; I lhall try 
to imitate her virtues! her example may be the 
belt inflruition to me. 

BLANDFORD. 

Pm glad to hear you think fo: Til introduce you 
to her : from this time forward I lhall look upon 
you, Adine, as a fon whom fortune has thrown in 
my way, to make me amends for all the paft un- 
kindnefs 5 it is ixnpoffible to know without loving; 
thee j your difpofition is only too pliant and flexi- 
ble j nothing therefore can be of more fervice f& 
you than to keep company with a prudent and dif- 
creet woman, whofe acquaintance will 
goodnefs of your heart, • and" cen&m you ^yrour 
honefty, and love of juftipe* withoi^-^tiyihM(^4 
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at the fame time of ri^lj^eetnefs and complacency 
1|hich I own I finr^yfelf deficient in : a woman of 
femfe^Md beauty, hrho has nothing trifling or ridi- 
culous in her,' is an excellent fchool for a young 
fellow at your time of life it will form your mind* 
and direft your heart ; her houfe is the temple of 
honour. 

ADINE, 

The fooner we vifit it then the better; but her 
example is fo uncommon, I fear I fliall never be 
able to follow it. 

BLANDFORD. 

Why not ? 

ADINE. 

Becaufe I like your’s better: there is fomething 
in your virtue, though the external appearance has 
too much feverity in it, that charms me : it muft, 
I am fure, be good at the bottom : you have always 

teen my favourite, but for Dorfife 

BLANBFORD, 

[Going towards the dbor of Dorfife*$ houfe. 

'You mufl; not indeed flatter: yburfelf that you can 
at once be able to imitate her ; but in in time you 
may ; llowevet, let me advife you to fee Dorfife* 
and 

Collette comes out, ftopa him. 
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COLL| 

You muft not go in, 'fir. » v. 

BLANDFORD, 

Not I? 

COLLETTE. 

No, fir. 

BLANDFORD. 

How’s this, Blandford refus’d admittance ? 
COLL E T T E. 


My miftrefs, fir, is retired to her apartment, and : 
wou’d be private. 

B LANDFOR D. 

I admire her delicacy, but I muft go in* 

COLLETTE. 

Pray, hear me, fir. 

BLANDFORD. 

Not I: I will go in, and this minute too# 

[He goes in.. 

COLLETTE. 

Stay, fir. 

A DINE. 

I’ll follow her, and^fee the event of this ftrang* 
interview* 

'■-V. SCENE V.. ♦ 

C O L h E T T E. %1 f&lon£. ‘ 

Now will he fee her, and difcover all : Ft# y-' #ht- 
m’d to death about it: ’twill be all over 
my poor miftreft;:.^at a^fboiifh worr^n tC 
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late this fecret mar^^^Jfyd give herfelf to fueh a 
fellow as Bartolirfe^wbat vViil the malicious world 
fayfefeell ; women* are ft range cre&ttl fcs, that’s the 
the truth of it: nay, and fo are the men too ? what 
exceflive weaknefs ! to be lure my miftrefs is a fool ; 
f lie deceives herfelf and every body elfe ; and half 
her time is employ’d in finding out artifices to hide 
her indifcretion, and repair her reputation. She fol- 
lows her inclination, and then has recou rfe to in- 
trigue and management, and yet flie takes no care 
of the main point : this is a curfed adventure for 
us, and a mod unfortunate return :.how will Bland- 
ford take the injury fhe has. done him ? here have we 
no lefs than three hufbands in the houfe, two of them 
promis’d, and the other, I believe, abfolutely taken; 
a woman in fuch a cafe mud be a little hamper’d.. 

SCENE VI. 

D O R F I S E* COLbETTE,, 
COLLETTE. 

O madam., what’s to be done i 

DORFISE. 

"’Tear nothing ; there ar,e ways and means to dazzle 
people’s dy es, to delafl and put off matters ; men are 
eafily manag’d, their weaknefs is our ftrength, and 
hel;* our defigns upon ’em ; I have got my felt out 

: v*v s ' ' * * q£* 
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t { ' 

of the wofft fcrape : ouff ,k d5^s^eable interviev 

over and I ha ve fern thef'oodnm^ (God fp :?*; ( 
into the country to his old crony Bartolin. \ T 
lend him feme money ; at leaft I (hall ga; une by 
it, and that's enough. 

COLLETTE. 

But fure, madam, the duce was in you to fign 
that plaguy contract! what had you lo do with 
Bartolin ? 

DORFIS E. 

The devil, my dear, is full of fpite, that's certain: 
that fellow perfecuted me fo: but we tempt, and are 
tempted, and the heart eafily furrenders: you know 
we heard that Blandford wou'd never come back 
again. 

COLLETTE. 

That he was dead. 

DORFISE. 

I was left without any fupport, money, or friends, 
and weak withal ; all owing to the weaknefs of my 
fex, Collette ; but our ftars will prevail: 'tis often 
the lot of a beauty to marry a fcab ; my heart was 
feverely attack'd. 

COLLETTE. - 

There are certain feafon^very dangerous to a 
prude : but if you muft facrifice to love, you fliou'd 
have taken the chevalier* he is handfome. 
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Dtr^S E. 

. I wanteS a bit of intrigue and myftery, 

^ am not fond of his cfcara&cr: but he is 
uiw ' «■* t ie: he is my puffer, my emiffary : he’s 
a prate -apace you know, and can fester reports a- 
bout town for me that may be ferviceahle. 

COLLETTE. 

But Rartolin is fuch a villain* 

D O RF I S E. 

Yes, but— 

' COLLETTE. 

And for his wit, I'm furenhere are no charms 
in that. 

D O R F I S E. 

No: but — 

COLLETTE. 

But what ? 

DORFISE. 

Fate, whim, caprice, my unhappy circumftances, 
a little avarice withal, and then opportunity — in 
fliort, Ifurrender’d, play’d the fool, and fign’d the 
contra&. I kept, you know, Blandford’s ftrong 
box, and after he was gone, gave away a little of 
his money for him— out of charity: who wou'd 
ever thought, that, after two years* he fhou’d be 
conftant to his old flame, and come back again to 
J ■*. v "or his wife and his ftrong box ? 


COL- 
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COLOT\'|E. 

Every body here faid he was cftH, and now he 
not; the felloe’s a fool, and (lands in his <• whJigtit. 

DORFISE, [Rerunning the^rude. 

Well, fince the man’s alive, I mull give him his 
jewels back; let him take ’m : butBartolin has got 
’em to keep for me ; he fancies they are mine, holds 
’em fall, and is fond of them and as jealous as he 
is of me. 

COLLETTE. 

So I fuppofe. 

DORFISE. 

Hulbands, jewels, virtue, and character, how 
to reconcile you all, heav’n knows ! 

SCENE VII. 

MONDOR, ADINE, DORFISE. 

MONDOR.' 

I mull drive away this powerful rival, who gives 
himfelf fuch airs, and defpifes me ; pofitivcly mult. 

ADINE. [Coining in llowly. 

What’s this ? I’ll lilten a little. 

MONDOR. 

In Ihort, I mull make myfelf happy, and punilh 
his infolence : ’tis you, ’tis Dorfife alone whom I 
adore; letoldDarmin enjoy his little coquette, t'-.ey 



are not worth our notice i^tut Blandford, the fevere 
i-nd virtuous Blant/rdVd, there I own I cou’d wifh to 
: he thinks you can refufe him nothing, be* 
caufe hVis a man of honour and virtue; now to me 
thefeare the moft difagrecabie creatures in the uni- 
verfe j indeed, my queen, you’ll foon be heartily 
tir’d of him* 

D O R F r S E. 

[Prudifhly, after looking (ledfaftly at Adine. 

You are miftaken, fir : I have the highe'fl: refpeft 
and elleem for Mr. Blandford. 

MONDOR, 

There are thofe, madam, whom one may efteem, 
and yet laugh at, and make fools of : is not it fo l 

ADINE. [Afide. 

Amazing ! fhe is conftant and virtuous : doubt* 
lefs file loves him : I am confounded : who wou’d 
have thought it ? 

DORFISE. 

What is he talking of ? 

ADINE* [Afide. 

Dorfife is faithful, and, to complete my mifery, 
’Riels handfome. 

DORFISE. 

[To Mondor, after looking tenderly at Adine. 

He fays, I am handfome. 

MON- 
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M O-r^D OR. 

There he’s right: but he 1>5gins to v 
fome: hark’ee, child, I have fomethii 
this lady in private. 

A D I N E. 

I will retire, fir. 

DORFISE. [To Mondor. 

I fay, fir, you are greatly miftaken. 

[To Adine. 

Stay you here, my dear. 

[To Mondor. 

How dare you fir, fend him away ? 

[To Adine. 

Come hither, child : he’s almoft ready to weep * 
the fweet boy! he fhall flay with me: Blandford 
brought him to me ; and from the firft moment I 
took a fancy to him : I like his difpofition. 

MONDOR. 

O let his difpofition alone, for heav’n’s fake, and at- 
tend to me: this Blandfsrd, madam, I know you hate' 
him : you have often told me he is brutal, jealous — 

DORFISE. [Angrily. 

Never, fir. 

[To Adffir. 

VSf hat age are you? 

ADINE. 

Eighteen, madam. 
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* * 

DOR F I S £. 

f »Su extender youth as thine r£^re$ the curb of 
wifaw- 4 tt guide and dir©& it't vic^ is jbe^itching, 
temptr dons frequent, and example dangerous : a 
Angle glance may be your ruin ; be upon your 
guard againft women, nay, and againft yourfelf, 
and dread the pois’nous blaft that withers the fweet 
flower of virtue. 

MONDOR. 

Prythee, Dorfife, let the boy's flower alone: what 
is it to you whether it he wither’d or not ? imndme, 
my dear. 

D O R F I S E. 

My God ! his innocence is fo ’engaging! 

MONDOR. 

*Tis a mere child. 

DORFISE. [Coming up to Adine. 

What’s your name, my d eft* and whence come 
you? 

ADINE, 

My name. Madam, is Adine ; I was born in 
Greece : Mr. Blandford brought me over with 
©armin. ■ , ■ *" ' 

' DORFISE. 

5 Tv/as kindly done of him. 

Voju. V. H 


MON- 
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MONDOE.* 

What a ridiculous curiofity ! .here am 
ftrong love to you, and you all the whil' 
a child. 

DORFISE. [Softly. 

Be quiet, you blockhead ! 

SCENE vra. 

DORFISE, MONDOR, ADINE, COLLETTE. 

COLLETTE. 

Madam* 

„ DORFISE. 

Well! 

COLLETTE. 

They wait for you at the aflembly. 

DORFISE. 

Well : I lhall be there prefently. 

MONDOR. 

Hang your engagement : I tell you what, my dear ; 
you and I will put an end to thefe prudifh meetings, 
thefc confpiracies againft love, tafte, and gayety : 
upon my word, child, it does not become a beautiful 
young creature, as you are, to go about declaiming 
againftevery thing that’s joyous, amongft a parcel of 
toothlefs old beldames, that meet together in their 
gloomy vaults to weep over the pleafures of the.liv- 

i»g ~ 
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ing: l 'it I’ll go and rout thefe immortal tattlers, 
and {bp 'heir clack with a hundred bons-mots. 

* V ^ 

DORFISE. 

For heav’n’s fake, don’t go and expofe me there, 
I defire you ; pofitively you {hall not. 

MON DOR. 

Pofitively I will, this minute, and tell ’em you 
are coming. 

[Hegoes out. 

DORFISE. 

The wild creature ! 

[To Adine. 

Avoid, my dear, whatever you do, fuch fools as 
thefe : be prudent, and difereet : make my compli- 
r ments to Blandford — what a piercing eye ! 

ADINE. [Turning back. 

Did you fpeak, madam ? 

DORFISE. 

That fweet complexion! that ingenuous look ! fo 
charming ! fo modeft !-— —I hope I {hall have the 
pleafure of feeing you often. 

ADINE. 

I {hall pay my refpe&s, madam, with the greateft 
pleafure : madam, your fervant. 

H 2 
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dorfise: 

Adieu, my dear child. 

A DINE. 

I don’t know what to think on’t : I cannot difco- 
ver whether fhe deceives him or not; all I know is, 
riove him. 

SCENE -IX. 

DORFISE, COLLETTE. 

D O R F I S E. [Looking after Adine. 

"Whatfaidhe? I love! love whom? perhaps the 
boy has fall’n in love with me ; he talks to himfelf. 
Hops, and looks at me j I have certainly turn’d his 
brain. 

COLLETTE. 

He ogles you molt wonderfully, and looks with 
fuch tendernefs. 

D O R F I S E. 

Is that my fault, Collette ? how can I poflibly 
help it? 

COLLETTE. 

Very true, madam : but danger approaches : I 
am terribly afraid of this Blandford’s coming back 
again, and dread ftill more the favage refentment 
of Bartolin. 


DOR- 
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DO RFISE. [Sighing. 

This young Turk’s mighty handfome! do you 
think jie is a Turk? that an infidel can have fuch 
foftnefi In his manner, fo fine a figure? I fancy I 
coukl convert him. 

COLLETTE. 

Ell tell you what I fancy: that when it is dif- 
cover’d you are marry’d to Bartolin, your reputa- 
tion will be feverely handled : Blandford will ftont* 
dreadfully, and your little Turk will be of no great 
fervice to you. 

DO RFISE, 

Never do you fear. 

COLLETTE. 

I have long, madam, rely’d on your prudence : 
but Bartolin is a jealous brute, and what’s worfe, he 
is*— your hulband: , tis really a melancholy cafe, 
and indeed rather lingular : the two rivals, I am a- 
fraid, will be very untra£table. 

DORFISE, 

OI can avoid them both : peace is the obje& of 
my wilhes 2 it is my duty and my int’reft to fore- 
fee and prevent the ill confequences of a difcovery * 
I have friends, men of merit arid fortune. 

COLLETTE. 

Take their advice. 

H 3 , 
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DORFI8E. 

. I intend it, immediately. 

' ‘COLLETTE. 

But whofef 

DORFISE, 

Why, let me fee, — fuppofc I afk this ftranger~ 
this little—— 

COLLETTE. 

Aik his advice? the advice of a beardlefs boy? 
DORFISE. 

He feems to be very fenfible, and if he is, why 
not confult him ? let me tell you, young people are 
the bed counfellors in things of this kind: he might 
throw fome light on my affairs * befides, he is 
Blandford’s friend, and I mull talk with him. 

COLLETTE. 

O to be fare, madam, , tis quite neceflary. 
DORFISE. 

And as one talks over fuch things better at table, 
it wou'd not be amifs to alk him to dinner : what 
think you ? 

COLLETTE. 

Softly there, madam: excufe me, but you who 
are fo afraid of fcandal-— — » 


DOR- 



THE PRUDE. 


* 5 * 


DORFISE. 

I art afraid of nothing : I know what I am about : 
when tc?ce a reputation is efliblilh’d, we may be 
perfectly cafy about it : all the party will defend us, 
and ci y out on our fide. 

COLLETTE. 

Ay, but the world will talk* madam. 

DORFISE. 

Well ! for once we’ll fubmit to the wicked world : 
Pll give up this innocent dinner, and not fharpen 
their malicious tongues : I’ll talk no more with 
Adine, never fee him again ; and yet, after all, 
what cou’d they fay of a child ? but to chaftity and 
virtue I will add the appearance of them alfo ; will 
obferve decency and decorum: I’ll do it in my 
coufin’s name, and beg her—— 

COLLETTE. 

An excellent contrivance ! a woman of the world 
has no reputation to lofe ; one may put her name 
to ten billets-doux ; fhe may have as many lovers, 
as many affignations as Ihe-pleafes: nobody’s of- 
fended, nobody blufhes, nobody’s furpris’d : but if 
perchance a lady of honour makes a folfe ftep, it 
muft be carefully conceal’d. 

H 4 
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D O R F I S E. 

A falfe ftep \ I make a falfe flep ! than n ! 1 
have nothing to repteach myfelf with : ure 1 

have GgnM, but I am not yet abfolnte* . Bar- 
tolin : he has a claim, and that’s all; £a(i perhaps I 
may find a method to get rid of my matter: I have 
an excellent defign in my head: if this handfome 
Turk has any inclination to me, I am fatisfied every 
thing will go well ; I am yet miftrefs of myfelf, and 
can terminate all happily: go you, and afkthem to 
dinner: is there any harm in having an agreeable 
young fellow at one’s table, and one that can give 
good advice too ? 

COLLETTE. 

O excellent advice! nothing can be more proper ; 
let us immediately fet about this charitable work. 

End of the Second Act. 


ACT III. ' SCENE L 
D O R F I S £, C O L L E T T E. 

D O R F I S E. 

I S not it he? how uneafy I am 1 hark! fomebody 
knocks; he’s come: Collette, holal Collette: 
'tis he. 


COL* 
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COLLETTE. 

No, madam, 'tis the Chevalier ; that impertinent 
coxcomb, who runs in and out, fkipe, laughs, prates, 
and flutters about perpetually ;he {wears he will 
have a tece ^ tete with you; and at laft, between 
jell and earneft, I have drove him away. 

DORFISE. 

O fend him to my coufin : I hate their infipid 
parties, their ridiculous prating and nonfenfe : dear. 
Collette, preferve me from ’em. 

COLLETTE. 

Hufh! hulh! I hear fomebody coming. 

DORFISE. 

O ’tis my fweet Greek. 

COLLETTE. 

’Tis he, I believe. 

SG E N E II. 

DORFISE, ADINE.. 

DORFISE. 

Pray come in; good morrow to you, fir: howT' 
tremble ! pray, fir, be feated. 

H 5 


A DINE. 
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ADINE. 

I # m quite confounded— I beg pardon, madam, I 
believe, another— 

DORFISE. 

Be not alarm'd, fir : lam that other : my coufin 
dines abroad to-day with Blandford: you mull 
fupply his place, and flay with me. 

ADINE. 

Supply his place, madam! who can do thati 
what paffion can equal his, or who can exceed 
him in virtue, honour, and noblenefs of foul? 

DORFISE. 

You talk of him with warmth ; your friendlhip 
has life and fpirit in it : I admire you for it. 

ADINE. 

Tis a fincere regard, but an unhappy one. 

DORFISE. 

Tendernds is to the Iaft degree becoming in 
youth like thine; yirtue is nothing, if it is not 
link’d by the facred bonds of friendfhip. 


ADINE. 
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A D I N E. 

Alas ! if a natural fenfibility is the infallible mark 
of virtue, without vanity, I may boaft fome degree 
of worth •'tid honefty. 

DORFISE. 

A foul fo noble deferves to be cultivated and im- 
prov’d; perhaps I was born to be the happy inftru- 
ment : many a woman has long wifh’d in vain to 
find a tender friend, lively, yet difcreet, who pof- 
fefs’d all the graces of youth without its flighty ex- 
travagance ; and, if I am not deceiv’d, in thee all 
thofe qualities are united : indeed they are : what 
lucky flars conducted thee to Marfeilles ? 

ADINE. 

I was in Greece, and the brave Blandford brought 
me from thence ; I have told you fo twice already. 

DORFISE. 

Suppofe you have, I could hear it again and 
again : but tell me, why is that fair forehead wrap- 
ped up in a turban i are you really a Turk i 

ADINE. 

Greece is my country. 

H 6 


irons. 
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DORFISE, 

Who wou’d have thought it ? is Greece in T urky 
then? O how I cou’d like to talk Greek with you! 
why you have all the fprightlinefs r 11 fhe natural 
eafe of a true Frenchman : furely niftook 

when fhe made you a Greek : well, I blefs Provi* 
dence for throwing you thus amongft us. 

, A D I N E. 

Here I am, to my forrow. 

DORFISE. 

And canft thou be unhappy ? 

A DINE. 

Indeed I am fo : but ’tis the fault of my own 
heart. 

DORFISE. 

Ay: *tis the heart that does all the good and all 
the evil in this world : ’tis that which makes us 
both miferable : have you any engagement then ? 

A D I N E. 

I have indeed : a bafe intriguing woman has be- 
tr^yM me : her heart, like her face, is painted and 
difguis’d : fhe is bold, haughty, and full of artifice; 
more dangerous, becaufe fhe hides her vices be- 
neath 
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neath the mafk of virtue : how cruel is it that fo 
felfe a heart fhould govern one who.it but too 
honeft ! 

DORFISE. 

Some raithlets woman ! let us be revenged on 
her: who is fhe? of what ranki what country t 
what is her name ? 

A D I N E. 

That I muft not tell you. 

DORFISE. 

Why fo ? I fear you have art too ; the art of eon* 
cealment : O you have every talent to pleafe and to 
delight, young and difcreet, beautiful and fenfible : 
but I will explain myfelf: if, to make you amends 
for all ’the injuries you have receiv’d, you fliou’d' 
meet with a woman rich, amiable, admir’d, and. 
efteem’d ; one who had a heart conftant, firm, and 
hitherto untouch’d, fuch as is feldom to be met „ 
with in Turky, and feldomer perhaps in this coun- 
try ; ,if fuch a one cou’d be found, tell me, fweet 
youth, what think you ? what wou’d you fay ta 
her? 

ADINE. 

I wou’d fay— fhe meant but to deceive me. 

DOR- 
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Nay, that wou’d be carrying your diftruft too for : 
come, come, be more confident* . 

A DINE. 

Forgive me, madam } but the unfortunate, you 
know, are always a little fufpicious. 

DORFISE. 

And what, for example, may your fufpicions be 
whilft I am talking to and looking at you ? 

A DINE. 

My fufpicions are that you mean to try me. 

DORF I S E. 

O the malicious little rogue ! how cunning he is 
with thal'tir of innocence : ’tis love himfelf juft out 
of his childhood : get you gone : 1 am in abfolute 
danger: pofitively I’ll fee you no more.. 

AD IN E. 

Since ’tis your order,, madam, I take my leave: 

DORFISE. 

But you need not be in fuch a hurry to obey : 
come back, come back, I efteem you too much to 
■ be 
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be angry with you j but don't abufe my eftcem* 
my fincere regard. 

. ADINE, 

But you eem Blandford ; can one efteem two 
at the fame .*.ne ? 

DORFISE, 

0 no, never: the laws of reafon and of love al- 
low fuccelTion, but not divifion: you'll learn a 
great deal by living with me, child. 

A D I N E. 

1 have learn’d a great deal by what I fee already. 

DORFISE. 

When heaven, my dear, makes a fine woman* it 
always at the fame time forms a man on purpofe for 
her : we go in fearch of one another for a long 
time, and make twenty choices before we fix on 
the right; we are always looking as it were for our 
counterpart, and feldom, very feldom meet with 
it — by afecret inftin£ we fly after true happinefs; 
and Ihe [ locking tenderly at him] who finds you, 
need look no farther. 

A DINE. 

If you knew what I really am, you'd foon change 
your opinion of me* 


DOR 
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v . DORFISE. 

Never- 

ADINE. . 

If once you knew me. I’m fure you wou’d think 
me unworthy of your care: we fliould both be 
naught in the fame fnare. 

DORfISE. 

Caught, my dear, what can you mean ? we’re 
interrupted: O ’tis you, Collette. 

scene nr. 

COLLETTE, DORFISE, ADINE. 

COLLETTE. [In a violent flurry. 

Ay, madam, I could not help it ; but there’s a 
more impertinent vifitor Hill a coming ; Mr. Bar- 
tolin. ' 

DORFISE: 

Indeed ! I did not expe& him till to-morrow : 
the villain has deceiv’d me : return’d already ! 

COLLETTE.- 

Ay, madam, and here’s another unlucky acciden t ; 
the chevalier, that king of coxcombs, not knowing .• 
the ffiaRer of thehaufe, is difputing with him in the 
ftreet, and keeps him there in fpite of his teeth, 
r DO R* 
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DORFISE, 

So much the better. 

COLLETTE. 

No, madam, fo much the worfe : for this blun- 
derer, not knowing who he is talking to, laughs in 
his face, infills upon it that nobody fhall come in 
here to-day ; that every body fliall be excluded as 
well as himfelf j that he's an impertinent rafcal, 
and that you were engaged in your own apartment 
in a fober tete a tete with a pretty young fellow. 
Bartolin fwears in wrath that he’ll break the door 
down : Mondor fplits his fides with laughing, and 
the other burlts with fpleen. 

DORFISE. 

Ahd I in the mean time am dying with fear.. 
O Collette, what fliall I do l what hole ihall we 
creep out at ? 

A D I N E. 

What can this myftery be ? 

DORFISE. 

The myftery is, that we are both undone : Col 
lette, where are you going ? 

ADINE, 

What will become of me ? 

D O R- 
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DORFISE. [To Collette. 

Hark’ee : (lay : what a time was this for him to 
return 1 [to Adint] you muft hide ^ourfelf for to- 
night in this clofet : you’ll find a black fack there, 
wrap yourfelf up in it, and be quiet. ' My God ! 
it is he, that’s certain. 

A D I N E. [Going into the Clofet, 

O love, what do I fuffer for thee t 

DORFISE. 

% 

Poor lad ! he’s defperately fond of me. 

COLLETTE. 

Huih ! hufh ! here he comes, your dear {poufet 

SCENE IV. 

BARTOLIN, DORFISE, COLLETTE. 

DORFISE. [Meeting Bartolin. 

My dear fir, heaven be with you ! how late you 
are j you made me fo uneafy, I was ready to die 
with fretting. 

BARTOLIN. 

Mondor told me quite another ftory; 


DOR- 
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DORFISE. 

It’s alia lye, every fyllable he fays,*a horrid lye : 
I think I ought to be believ’d firft s you know I’m 
fincere: the fellow loves me to madnefs, and is 
piqued at my refufal of him: his eternal clack teizes 
me to death : I will pofitively never fee him again. 


BARTOLIN. 

He feem’d to me to talk rationally enough. 


DORFISE. 

Don’t believe a word he fays. 

BARTOLIN. 

Well, well, I fhan’t mind him : I only came to 
finifli our affairs, and to take fome neceffaries here 
out^f the clofet. 

DORFISE. [In a perfuafive tone. 

What are you doing there now ? come, don’t go 
into a body’s clofet. 

BARTOLIN. 

Why noti 

DORFISE. [After paufing a little. 

Why, do you know, I had the fame thought as 
you, and have been juft putting my papers in order 

there. 



*64 THE PKUDE. 

there, fo I fent for our old advocate, and we were 
eonfulting together, when he was taken with afud- 
den weaknefs. 

' .v A'f 

BARTOLIN. 

0 nothing but old age, he’s very old. 

COLLETTE. 

And fo, fir, they took him in there to give him 

BARTOLIN. 

Ay, I underftand you. 

.DORFISE. 

He’s retir’d a little, and has taken a dofe of my 
fyrup 1 fuppofe by this time he’s got into a nap. 

BARTOLIN. . 

That he is not, I’jn fure, for I hear him walking 
about and coughing. 

COLLETTE. 

And wou’d you go to difturb an advocate in the 
midft of his cough l 

BARTOLIN. 

1 don’t Uke this : I’ll go in. 


DO R. 
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DORFISE. 

•Grant heaven he-may find nothing there : harkl 
•what do I hear4 he cries out ; murder 1 my poor 
advocate’s killed to be fure, and I am undone: 
which way lhall I fly ! in what convent (hall I hide 
my fhame? where (hall I drown myfelf? 

BARTOLIN. [Returning, an<l holding Adine by the arm* 

O ho ! my dear fpoufe that is to be : your advo- 
cates are mighty pretty figures : you have made a 
good choice, pick’d him out from the whole bar: 
come, my old pra£litioner, you muft difappear 
from this court, and harrangue out at the window : 
away with you. . 

DORFISE. 

My dear hulband, do but hear me* 

ADINE. 

He her hufbaud ! 

B ARTOLIN. [To Adine. 

Come, rafcal! I muft begin my revenge upon 
you, and curry you out of your infolence* 

AD I N E* 

Alas ! fir, on my knees I a£k your pardon j in* 

deed 


4 
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deed I have not merited your refentment : when 
you know me, you will lament my fate : I am not 
what I appear to be. 

BARTOLIN. 

You appear, my friend, to be a fcouridrel, a 
dangerous rival, and (hall be' punifh’d : come along, 
fir. 

ADINE. 

Help, here, help ! for heaven’s fake, fir. 
DORFISE. 

He’s mad with paflion : ,help, neighbours, help! 

BARTOLIN, 

Hold your tongue. 

DORFISE, COLLETTE, ADINE. 

Help, here, help! 

BARTOLIN. [Thrufting out Adine. 
Come, fir, get out of my houfe. 

S'CE N E V. 

DORF.ISE, COLLETTE. 
DORFISE. • 

What an unfortunate affair this is ! he’ll kill the 
poor boy, and me too perhaps. 


COL- 
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COLLETTE. 

To be fure nothing but the devil cou’d make 
you fign a cont|Jl£t with fuch a wretch as this. 

DORFISE. 

The villain ! go, Collette, this minute, to a jus- 
tice, and get a warrant for him : charge him with— 

COLLETTE. 

With what, Madam ? 

DORFISE. 

With every thing. 

COLLETTE. 

Very well, madam; but which way are you 
going? 

DORFISE. 

That I know not. 

SCENE VI. 

M. de BURLET, DORFISE, COLLETTE. 

M. deBURLETTE. 

Why, coufin, coufin, what’s the matter ? 

DORFISE. 

O coufin ? 


Mi de 
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M. de B U R L E T. 

One wou’d have thought you’d been robb’d and 
murther’d, or that your houfe ha^J been o’ fire 5 
what a roaring and a noife here is, my dear ! 

DORFISE. 

O coufin, I’ll tell you the affair ; but, for hea- 
ven’s fake, keep my fecret. 

M. de B U R L E T. 

I’m no keeper of fecrets, coufin ; but I can be as 
-difcreet as other folks upon occafion : what is this 
mighty affair of your’s ? 

DORFISE. 

The affair’s a very bad one, I affure you ; in 
fhort — I am « 

M. deBURLET. 

What? 

DORFISE. 

Promis’d in marriage, coufin. 

M. deBURLET. 

I know it, my dear— to Blandford : fo much the 
better : I think it’s a good match : I with you hap* 
py, and intend to dance at your wedding. 


DOR* 
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DORFISE. 

0 my dear, you’re miftaken : Bartolin, who is 
now fw earing below flairs, is the man. 

M. deBURLET/ 

Indeed ! fo much the worfe : I don’t approve of 
your choice ; but if it is done, it can’t be help’d : 
is he abfolutely your hufband to all intents and pur- 
purpofes ? 

DORFISE. 

Not yet : the world is an utter ftranger to it ; but 
the contrail: has been made a great while. • 

M. deBURLET. 

O cancel it by all means. 

DORFISE. 

It will fet the wicked world a talking : O coufin, 
I have been fadly treated. This vile man, you mud 
know, found me with a young Turk, who was Ihut 
up in my clofet, not with any bad defign. 

M. 'de BURLET. 

O no to be fure ! pray, coufin, is not this a lit- 
tle out of character for a prude ? 

I 


Vox.. V. 


DOR- 
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DORFISE. 

Not at sill : it is a little faux-p- a fmall weak- 
^fs only. 

M. d« BURLET. 

.Well, I am glad you own fo much : our faults 
are fometimes ufeful : this flip may foften your 
temper ; perhaps for the future you will be lefs 
fevere. 

DORFISE. 

Severe or not, for heaven's fake, coufin, get me 
out of this fcrape, and fave me from the tongue of 
fcandal, and the violence of Bartolin ; if poffible, 
deliver the poor lad, who is fcarce eighteen. O 
here comes my fpoufe. 

SCENE VII. 

BARTOLIN, DORFISE, M. de BURLET. 

M. de BURLET. 

What an uproar are you making here for nothing, 
only on a flight fufpicion to put all her friends in 
fueb a taking j fy, Mr. Bartolin. 

BARTOLIN. 

I afk pardon, indeed, ladies, I am afham’d, and 
forry I conceiv'd fueh fufpicions ; but appearances 

were 
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were ftrong againft her : how indeed cou’d I ever 
have imagin’d^that this young fellow, for fo I 
thought him, was only a girl in difguife ? 

DORFrSE, [Afide. 

An excellent come-off. 

M. deBURLET. 

Mighty well indeed ! fo my lady here took a girl 
for a boy ? 

BARTOLIN. 

The poor child is ip tears (till : by my troth I 
pityMher: but why cou’d you not have told me 
who fhe was ? why take a pleafure in trying my 
temper, and making me angry ? 

DORFISE. [Afide. 

Droll enough this ! he has play’d his part well, 
however, to perfuade Bartolin he is a gir^ and get 
off fo well : ’twas a charming contrivance: the dear 
little rogue! but love is a great wit. [To Barto* 
lin .J Now thou abominable jealous wretch, anfwer 
me, how dare you thus affront my virtue? the 
poor little innocent confided in me : my coufin here 
knows how warmly I efpous’d her caufe, smd pro* 
Jtefted her honour: you ought to have had aloofe 
coquette, % jilt, for your wife ; you deferve no bet- 
l 2 ter, 
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ter, and I hope you’ll meet with one: Pil expofe 
you, fir, tho’ 1 know it will coft flip dear, but I am 
determin’d at all events to have the contraft an- 
null’d. 


BARTOLIN. 

. I know upon thefe occafions women muff cry : 
but prythee, my dear, don’t cry fo much : come, let 
us be friends ; and let me defire you, madam, 
[To Dor fife.] to fay nothing about this affair: I 
have fome very good reafons for concealing it. 

D O R F rt E. [To M. de Burlet. 
Be filent, dear coufin, and fave me : on no ac- 
count mention it to the good Mr. Blandford, 

M. de BURLET. 

You may depend 0 n’t, I never will. 

♦ • BARTOLIN. 

We (hall be greatly oblig’d to you. 

SCENE VHI. 

IX)RFI$E, M. de BURLET, BARTOLIN, COLLETTE. 

COLLETTE. * 1 

Mr. Blandford is below,, madam, and fays he 
muft Come up. 


DOR- 
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D O R F I S E. 

0 dreadful! this is my luck ! always crofs’d — 

ijBARTOLI N. 

But after all 

M. de BURL E T. 

Nay, nay, after what you have feen, and being 
guilty of fo much injuflice as you have, you have 
no bufmefs to give yourfelf airs : try what you can 
do — to obey. 

SCENE IX. 

D O R F I S E, M. deBURLET, 

M. de BURLET, 

Pm glad to fee this affair has turn'd out fo well 
however : to be fure your intended fpoufe is rather 
fhort-fighted : but between you and I, coufin, 
’twas a ftrange choice this : and then to take a boy 
fora girl, at his age; well, hufbands will be huf- 
bands ftill I find, always jealous, always laugh’d af> 
and led by the nofe. 

DORFISE. fprudifhly. 

1 don’t underftand this language, madam, nor 
have I deferv’d this treatment from you^ furely you 
don’t really believe that a young fellow was lock’4 
up in my clofet ? 

M. de BURLET. 

Indeed but I do, my dear. \ 

I a : DOR- 
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Dor f i s e. 

What ! when my hufband told you to the con- 
trary? 

M. de BURLE T. 

^Perhaps your fpoufe might be miftaken > he may 
have bad eyes: befides, coufip, did not you tell me 
yourfdf here m this very place, that a young fel* 

DORFISE. 

Ridiculous! what I, child, I tell you fo? never: 
do you think 1 have loft my fenfes ? indeed, coufin, 
you Ihould take more care what you fay: when 
once a woman’s tongue has got a habit of talking 
thus lightly,, and fpreading fcandalous {lories, in- 
vented merely to calumniate and injure people, there 
is no end of it, but ’tis 3 hundred to one but {he 
repents of it*fotuetime in her life v 

M. de B U R L E T. 

,1 calumniate, I feandalife you, coufin? 

DORFISE. 

You, madam : I vow and fwear - 

M. de BUR LET* 

Don*t fwear, coufin. 

^DORFISE. 

But I will. 


M. de 
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M. deBURLET. 

Fy, my dear, fy : come, come, I (hall Relieve no 
more of the (lory than I ought to believe: take £huf- 
band, coufin, two if you pleafe ; deceive ’em both as 
well as you can ; make yoimg fellows pafs for girls > 
on the ftrength of yourxharafter govern twenty fa- 
milies, and be call’d a woman of virtue; with all 
my heart, it will give me no uneafinefs, you are ex- 
tremely welcome : nay, I admire your management 
and difcretion : ’tis your pride and glory to deceive 
the world, and mine to divert myfelf with it, with- 
out defending to falfehood : I live for my pleafure : 
adieu, my dear, my worldly weaknefs bends in all 
humility to your profound wifdom : dear coufin, 
adieu. 

SCENE X. 

DORFISE, COLLETTE. 

D O R F 1 S E. 

Now will that foolifh creature go and pull me to 
pieces : my honour and my chara&er are gone : the 
libertines will laugh at my expence : Dorfife will 
be the common butt of every fatyrift: my name 
will be hitch’d into a hundred rhymes, and fumiffe 
matter for every fing-fong in town : Rlandford will 
believe the fcandal, and Bartolin will cry for venge- 
ance: .how fhall I flop the tongues of calumny? 

w I 4 two 
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two hulbands and a lover in one day ! what a deal 
one has to go through to be a prude ! wouM not it 
be* better after all to fear nothing* to eft nothing, 
and be a plain woman of honour ? well : one day 
or other I'll try to be one. 

COLLETTE. 

At lead, madam, let us take care to appear at 
luch ; when we do all we can, you know, we have 
done enough ; and fhe is not always a woman of 
virtue who wilhes to be fo. 

End of the Third Act, 1 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
DORFISE, COLLETTE. 
DORFISE. 

O COLLETTE, Fm inevitably ruin’d 5 wou’d 
I cou’d fee young Adine ; he is fo kind, and 
fb fenfible J he wou’d tell me every thing they do 
and fay, and I might take my meafures with him 
accordingly : my affairs \you’d at lead be more 
fettled, and I (hou’d know what I have to depend 
on y what fhall I do, Collette ? 

COLLETTE. 

See him, and. talk to him freely. 

P O Rh 



m 


THE PRUDE; 

D O R F I S E. 

Right : towards evening : O Collette, if fuccefs, 
wou’d hut crown this myfterious affair, If I cou’d 
preferve my ^reputation, and keep my lover, if I 
cou’d but keep one of them, I fhou’d be happy. 

CO LLETTE. 

Ay, ay, one of diem is enough o’confcience. 

DORFISE. 

But have you taken care the chevalier fliall be 
here prefently ; that he fhall come privately 5 and* 
according to cuftom, Jet everybody know it ? 

COLLETTE. 

P never fear, he’ll be here I warrant you; he*s 
always ready, and fancies you have a paffion for him* 

DORFIS E, 

He may be of fervice: wife men in their defigns* 
the better to compafs their ends, always make ufe 
of fool Sr 


SCENE IL 

DORFtSE, MONDOR, COLLETTE; 
DORFISE. 

My dear chevalie?, come along: I have fomethihg 

16 fay to you* 

is 
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MONDOR. 

You know, madam, lam theloweft of your fub* 
je£b, your humble Have, your chevalier: what 
mufti do ? tilt for you ! fight for you * die for you? 
fpite of all your cruelty, I am ready : fpeak, madam, 
and it is done. 

DORFISE. 

And am I indeed lb happy as to have charm’d df^R; 
agreeable Mondor? but do you love as you ought 
fo lore me, with that pure and refined paflion ? 

MONDOR. 

I do ; but prythee, my dear, don’t be fo formal * 
beauty is moft engaging when it is eafy and traibii 
ble : the excels of virtue is difguftful: in 
my dear, you want a little of my correction. 

DORFISE. 

What think you of young Adine ? 

MONDOR'. 

Who, I ? nothing at all : his figure makes me 
perfeftly eafy, I allure you : Mars and Hercule» 
were never jealous of Adonis. * 

DORFISE. . 

Well: I love your confidence, and lhall rey^0i' 
it: the malicious world perhaps will tell you! ’ 
jfecretly engag’d.; but ’tis falfe ; believe ’em not : a 

hundred 
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^hundred lovers have ogled, and teis’d me, but I was 
torn to be fubdued by you, and you alone. 

MONDOR, 

That's more indeed than I cou’d flatter myfeif with 
the hopes of. 

DORFISE, 

ip.- 

^ To convince you of it, I promife to marry you as 
|px>n as ever you pleafe : be prudent, and be happy. 

MONDOR. 

Jffppinefs is enough for me, prudence we’ll leave 
opportunity : but do not, my dear char-* 
delay it : time you know is precious. v 

DOR F I S E. 

* ® ut then one thing I muff infill on from you. 
MONDOR. 

I am your hufband, madam, and you may com- 
mand me. 

DORFISE. 

Toil muft take care that none of my troublefome 
vifitors intrude on me to-night : the proud, peevifii 
^ndfond. nty coufin, and her fool Darmin, with all 
train of impertinent relations, muft go fome- 
#liere elfe, for I pofitively will not be difturb’d by 
theih; then, chevalier, at midnight, and not be* 

* 6 fore,, 
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fore, I’ll meet you in the arbour ; bring your law* 
yer with you, and we’ll fign and feal. 

MONDOR. 

Tranfporting thought ! how I fhall*triuraph over 
that fool Blandford ! well, I will fo laugh at, fo ri- 
dicule the popr creature* 

DORFISE. 

Be fure you don’t forget to be at my window % 
little before midnight : away: be difcreet. 

MON DOR. 

0 if Blandford did but know this! 

DORFISE. 

Away, begone, or we fhall be furpris’d. 

MONDOR. 

Adieu, my dear wife. ”-**■ 

DORFISE. 

Adieu. 

MONDOR. 

1 go with rapture, to wait for the dear happy 
hour when prudery fhall be lacrificed to love. 

SCENE in. 

DORFISE, CO LLETTE; 

COLLETTE. 

Wei}, if I can guefs at your defign, hang met 
’ti$ a riddle to me. 


3 


DOR- 
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DQRFISE. 

I’ll explain it to you : Pve made Mondor promife 
to tell nothing, but I know very well he’ll tell all, 
that’s enough* his tale will juftify me: Blandfbrd 
will think every thing mere calumny, and not 
know a word of the truth : to-day at lead I (hall be 
fafe ; and after to-morrow, if fuccefs crowns my 
defigns, 1 fhali be afraid of nobody. 

COLLETTE. 

Delightful ! I’m glad to hear you fay fo, and yet 
you putme in a horrid fright : are you fure, ma’am? 
the plan’s well laid? and that you won’t, after all, 
fall into the fnare yourfelf which you laid for others? 
for heav’n’s fake, take care what you do. 

DORFISE. 

O Collette, Collette, how flrangely one flip 
brings on another! we are led afide from error ta 
error, and from crime to crime, till our heads turn 
round, and we fall down the precipice : but I have 
one firing ftill to my bow* I am fure of young 
Adine: the Chevalier comes at twelve, but rfty 
little lover will, be beforehand with him : let him 
be here at nine, Collette, d’ye hear me? 

COLLETTE. 

Til take care of that, madanw 

DOR- 
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DOR FISK, 

They take him for a girl, by his air* his voice, 
and his beardlefs chin j therefore tell him Pd have 
him drefs himfelf in girPs deaths. 

COLLETTE. 

An excellent fcheme! heaven profper it! 

DORFISE. 

The boy may ferve, you know, to difpel one’s 
melancholy: but the great point I wouMJbm 5 ^ 
about is, to throw all the fcandal upon my coufin, 
and to make Blandford believe that Adine came 
here upon her account j let him fall a dupe to his 
own credulity. 

COLLETTE. 

The fitteft inftrument you cou’d have chofe r for 
he believes every thing that’s bad of her, and every 
thing that’s good of you : imagines he fees clearly, 
and at the fame time is ftark blind : I have taken 
care already to confirm him in the opinion, that 
our little coquette is in love with the boy, and not 
you. 

D O R F ISE. 

To be lure lies are bad things ; but they are mighty 
ferviceable fometimes* and do a great deal of good. 

SCENE. 
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SCENE IV. 

BLANDFORD, DORFISE. 

BLANDFORD. 

O temporal* O mores! dreadful corruption in- 
deed 1 to defire him to vifit her 1 the poor fimple 
ingenuous youth, fhe wants to draw him into a 
paffion for her, and employs all the little fubtleties, 
all the fnares which love makes ufe of to catch un- 
wary hearts. 

DORFISE. 

Well, but after all, Mr. Blandford, (he may not 
have carry’d it fo far as we imagine : I wou’d not 
do her fo much injury as to fuppofe it : one fhou’d 
not think evil of one’s neighbour : to be fure things 
were in a fair way, but you know our French co- 
quettes. 

BLANDFORD. 

Yes, yes, I know ’em. 

DORFISE. 

The moment a young man appears with air air 
of innocence and fimplicity, they are after him. 

blandford. '■* 

Yes ; yes : vice, above all things, is fond' of re- 
ducing virtue: but how, Dorfife, can you bear 
people of fuch character i 

DOR- 
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DORFISE. 

As patiently as I can, fir: but this is not alL 

BLANDFORD. 

Why, what, pray— • v * * 

DORFISE. 

O, fir, you have another tale to hear: do you 
know, thefe excellent contrivers wou’d endeavour 
to perfuade the world truly, that the young fellow 
was brought in for me ? 

BLANBFORD. 

For you? 

DORFISE. 

Yes ; they fay I wanted tofeduce him. 

BLANDFORD, 

Well, that to be fare is ridiculous to the laft de- 
gree : for you ! 

DORFISE. 

Ay, for me, and that this pretty youth-«~- 
BLANDFORD, 

That was really a fine invention* 

DORFISE. 

t 

A bett^^han they think for : O they have play’d 
me a great many fuch tricks : O Mr. Bland ford, if 
you knew what I fuffer ! they’ll tell you too I’m to be 
marry’d to that fool,'Mondor, and this very night. 

BLAND* 
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BLANDFORD. 

O my dear Dorfife ! the more thou art wounded 
by the envenom'd darts of (lander and calumny* 
with the warmer zeal (hall this heart, that adores 
thee, defend thy injur'd and unfpotted virtue* 

DORFISE, 

You are deceiv’d, indeed you are. 

BLANDFORD. 

No, Dorfife : I think I know myfelf a little, and 
I wou’d have laid my life on’t I faw your coufm 
ogling Adine this very day : let me tell you, it re- 
quires fenfe and underftanding to be honeft: I ne- 
ver knew a fool with a good heart: virtue itfelf is 
nothing but good fenfe: I am forry for Darmin, be- 
caufe I really love and efteem him j ’twas again ft my 
advice he ventur'd to embark in fuch a leaky vefltl. 

S C E N E V. 

BLANDFORD, DORFISE;, DARMIN, M* deBURLET. 

M. de BURLET. 

What ? -always difmal and folemn, Ml, of fpleen 
and rancour, grumbling and growling at all man- 
king, that cither don’t hear you, or if they do, 
only laugh at your folly ?, dear virtuous fool, finifh 

' thy 



1 86 THE PRUDE, 

thy foliloquies, and come along with me : I hare 
juft bought a few trinkets, you (hall have fome of 
them ; come, we’re going to Monitor's, he’s to 
treat us ; I have order’d him to get mufic, to 
purge your melancholy humours ; and after that, 
my dear, I’ll take you by the hand, and dance with 
you till to-morrow morning, [to Dorfife ] ay, and 
you ihall dance too, Mrs. Prim. 


D O R FI S E. 

Pry thee, hair-brains, hold thy tongue: fuch 
things wou’d not become me; and befides, madam, 
you fhou’d remember— 


M. de B U RL E T. 

None of your befides I beg you, madam • every 
thing is forgot; my philofophy is, remember 
nothing. 


DORFI S E. [To Blandford. 
You fee now whether I was right or not : your 
fervant, fir : fhe really grows too fcandalous, I 
muft be gone. 



BLANDFORD. 


O ftay, madam. 


DOR F.I S E. 

No, fir: ’tis impoffible : it hurts my foul, my 
honour — : " 


M. de 
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M. de BUR LET. 

My god ! talk lefs of honour, madam, and regard 
it more. 

Dorfife goes out. 

DARMIN. [To M. de Burlet. 

She (eems out of humour: I fancy my friend 
Blandford begins to find her out- 

M. dcBURLE T. 

0 all the world mull talk of it : but Darmin and 
I fay nothing. 

BLANDFORD. 

1 fancy not indeed : you would hardly confefs 
to me fuch folly and extravagance. 

DARMIN. 

No, fir ; we wou*d not make you fo unhappy. 

M. de B U R L E T. 

We know your humour too well, to make you 
ftill more miferable by reproaching you with your 
misfortunes. 

BLANDFORD. , 

Go, go, hide yourfelves both, and c^iyithfhame. 

M. de BURLET. ' 

Why fhouM we difturb at once the quiet of your 
whole life, by expofing Dor§fe, and making your- 
felf a common laughing ftock ? no* fir * l own I 


am 
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am light and airy, free, and familiar, but have yet 
fome goodnefs in me, and am no bufy-hody: I 
Ihou’d fee you deceiv’d a thoufand/.imcs by your 
friend, and duped by your wife, hear your ad- 
ventures chaunted thro’ every flreet, nay fing ’em 
, myfelf, before ever you fhou’d hear a word from 
me : to tell ypu the truth, the two great ends I 
have in view, are peace and pleafure ; I love my- 
felf, and therefore hate all idle reports and fcanda- 
lous tales, true or falfe : live and be happy is my 
motto : and .he, I think, is a great fool who makes 
himfelf miferable by the follies of others. 

BLANDFORI), 

Light unthinking woman 1 ’tis not the affairs of 
others, *tis your own, madam, that now calk for 
your attention. 

M. de B U R L E T. 

Mine, fir? 

BLANDFORI), 

Yes, madam : "tis you who are to blame, and 
highly too; you who feduc’d a virtuous youth, and 
then endeay^r’d to lay the fhameful intrigue on 
the innocent Borfife. , 

M. de B IJ R L I T. , 

O the fcheme i& excellent : ’tis more than I ex- 
| : and fo ’twas I, w&> fometimes—— 

BLAND- 
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B L ANDFORD. 
Yes, madam, you yourfelf. 

M. deBURLET. 
With Adine ! 


BLANDFORD. 

Yes. 

M. deBURLET. 

I am in love with him then ? 

BLANDFORD. 

Mod certainly. 

M. de B U R L E T. 

And ’twas I that put him in the clofet? 

BLANDFORD. 

It was : the thing was clear enough. 

M. de B U R L E T. 

O mighty welt ! a lucky thought indeed ! I ad- 
mire the contrivance : O my dear, madman, what a 
mixture thou art of honefty and folly! the very 
model of Don-Quix6te, brave, fen{|f|e, knowing, 
and virtuous, yet in one point an abfolute fool j 
but for heav’n’s fake take care liow you recover 
your fenfes: believe me, ’twou’d be the word 
thing you ever did in your life : well, folly has its 
advantages: adieu: come, Darmin. 

SCENE 
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SC E N E VI. 
BLANDFORD, DARRIN. 
BLANDFORD, 

Stay, Darmin, I have your honour and your in- 
tereft at heart : I am angry, and I have reafon to 
be fo } in fhort, you muft quit this artful woman, 
get out of the fnare fhe has laid for you, defpife 
* her, or break with me. 

DARMIN. 

The alternative is a cruel one : I own to thee, I 
love my friend, and I love mymiftrefs: but how 
can thy hard heart judge fo uncharitably of all hu- 
man kind: can’t you fee that this web of perfiby is 
woven by a bafe defigning woman ? that flie de- 
ceives you, and wou’d lay the fhame and igno- 
miny on another? 

BLANDFORD. 

Doft not thou fee, fool as thou art, that a vile 
fcandalous abandon’d wretch has chofe thee for her 
tool, her butt, her ftajking horfe, that, like an 
ideot, you bite at the hook ; and that fhe is only 
trying to fee how far fhe can exercife her tyranny* 
over your eafy heart ? 


D4R- 
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D ARM IN. 

Eafy as it is, let me inti«eat you, alk the only 
witnefs who is able to determine it : I have fent for 
young Adine, he will tell you the whole truth of 
the affair. * 

BLANDFORD. 

O yes: I doubt not but the jade has tutor’d her 
young parrot well, and taught him his leffon : but 
let him come, let him endeavour to deceive me ; 
I (hall not believe him : I fee your intention, I fee 
plainly enough, you want, by every artifice, to 
blacken and deflroy my dear Dorfife, to draw me 
off to your niece, whofe charms’ you havd fo often 
boafted : but you need not give yourfelf the trou- 
ble, for I fhall never think of her. 

DARMIN. 

As you pleafe for that : but indeed, Blandford, I 
pity your folly : to experience^ the falfehodd of a 
perfidious woman, may perhaps be many a poor 
man’s fate, and muft be borne with ; but really to 
lofe one’s money is a ferious affair : this Bartolin, 
this noble friend of yours, has he refunded ? 

BLANDFORD* 

What bufinefs is that of yours? 

s 
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D ARM IN. 

I beg pardon* I thought it was 5 but I am mifta- 
ken : here comes Adine : Til retire : let me inform 
you, if you diftruft him, you are more in the 
wrong than you think for: he has a noble heart, 
and you may one day know he is not what perhaps 
he might appear to be. 

SCENE VII. 

BLAND FORE), A DINE. 

BLANDFORD. 

So ! I fee they are all refolutely bent to lead me 
bythenofe: Dorfife, thank heav’n, is of another 
nature; (he fays nothing, but fubmits to her un- 
happy fatte without appearing too deeply afFe&ed 
by it; too confident, or too timid; {he avoids me, 
and hides herfelf in retirement ; fuch is always the 
behaviour of injur’d innocence/ Now, young man, 
tell me the truth in every particular with fincerity ; 
nature feems in you pure and uncorrupted ; you 
know Ilove you ; do not abufe my growing incli- 
nation to you, but conftder that the happinefs of 
imy life is concern’d in this affair. 

A DINE. 

Indeed, fit, I lftve you too well to abufe or . de- 
ceive you. 

BLANDFORD. 

Tell me then every thing as it pafs’d. 

A DIN E. 
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A D I N E. 

Firft then, I aflure you, that Dorfife— — 
BLANDFORD. 

Stop there, you mean her coufin, I’m fure you do. 

A D I N E. 

I don’t, indeed, fir. 

BLANDFORD. 

Well, go on. 

ADINE. 

Dorfife then, I fay, introduc’d me by a private 
door to her chamber. 


BLANDFORD. 

She did, but ’twas not for herfelf. 

ADINE. 

It was. 

BLANDFORD. 

No, child : ’twas M. de Burlet, you know it was. 
ADINE. 

I tell you, fir, Dorfife was pofitively in love with 
me. 

BLANDFORD. 

The little rafcal ! 


ADINE. 

The excefs of her pafiion furpris’d and Ihock’d me : 
I was far from being pleas’d with it: nay, I aflure 
you, I was angry at her : I was incens’d at her falfe- 
Vol. V. K hood; 



hood ; and told her, if I had been like her, I fhou’d 
have been rftore faithful. 

BLANDFORD. ' 

The villain ! how they have prepar’d him ! well, 
what follow’d? 

ADINE. 

After this fhe grew loud and vehement, when 
on a fudden a violent knocking was heard, and who 
ihou’d come in but her hufband. 

BLANDFORD. 

Her hufband ! O very well ! what -a ridiculous 
ftory 1 the chevalier, I fuppofe. 

ADINE. 

No: a real hufband, I allure you; for he was 
extremely brutal, and extremely jealous ; he threat- 
tied to murder her, call’d herfalfe, perfidious, in- 
famous, and abandon’d : I expected to have been 
kill’d too, for he was in a dreadful rage with me, 
tho’ for what reafon I know not : I was forced to fall 
on my knees and intfeat him to fpare my life ; Tm 
fure I tremble yet at the thoughts of him. 

BLANDFOR D. 

The little coward ! but this hufband, what was 
his name ? 

ADINE. , 

I don’t know indeed. 


BLAND- 
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BLANDFORD, 

A fine tric\ this ! — what fort of a man was he? 
delcribe him to me. 

A D r N £. 

He feem’d to me, as far as the horrid fright I was 
in permitted me to obferve him, a fellow of a very 
difagreeable afpe£t, fat and fhort, like a turn-fpit, 
Hat nos’d, with a large chin, hunch -back’d, a yel- 
low t aim’d complexion, grey eye- brows, and an 
eye that look’d like — the devil. 

BLANDFOR D. 

An excellent pi£ture ! how can I recolleft him by 
all this ? yellow, you fay, tann’d, grey, fhort and 
fats who can it be? but you only mean I fee to 
laugh at me. 

A D I N E. 

Try, then, fir, and prove me : to night, this 
very night, fhe has appointed again to meet me. 

BLANDFORD. 

Another appointment with M. de Bnrlet? 

. ADINE. 

Still, fir, you will miftake the perfen. 

BLANDFORD. 

Not with Dorfife ? 

K 2 
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A D I N E. 

With her indeed. 

BLANDFORD. 

With her? 

. A D I N E. 

With her, I tell you. 

BLANDFORD. 

Amazing! you confound me! an aflignatioft 
with Dorfife this night ? 

A D I N E. 

This very night, fir, if you pleafe, you may fee me 
there : I am to go in girl’s clothes, which flie herfelf 
fent me ; and to go in by a private door to your mif- 
trefs, fir, your faithful, prudent, difereet miftrefs. 

BLANDFORD. 

This is too much ; I cannot, will not bear it : 
which ever way I confider it, I fear fhe is difloyal : 
may I depend upon you ? 

ADINE. 

My heart is too deeply concerned for your inte- 
reft and happinefs to be infincere ; your’sl know is 
truth itfelf : indeed, Mr. Blandford, I love, and am 
faithful to you. 

BLANDFORD. 

The little flatterer ! 

ADINE. 

Can you doubt my honour ? 

BLAND- 
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BLANDFORD. 

Away, I — —- 

SCENE VIII. 

BLANDFORD, ADINE, MONDOR. 

MONDOR.’ 

Come, come, you make the guefts Wait, and 
flop the courfe of picture: why, you never want* 
ed mirth and good company more in your life : to 
be fure your affairs go badly enough ; you have loft 
your miftrefs, but never mind it ; but you fhouM 
not have fet up for my rival ; I told you I fliou’d 
gain the victory, and fo I have. 

BLANDFORD. 

What wou’d you inform me of, friend ? 

MONDOR. 

Nay, nothing of confequence, only that I'm go- 
Ing to be married to your miftrefs, that’s all. 

BLANDFORD. 

O very well ! I know that already. 

MONDOR. 

What ! did you know that I was to carry the 
lawyer with me, and that- 

k 3 
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BLANDFORD. 

Yes, yes, I know it all, your whole plot, and I 
don’t care a farthing about it : [AfrJe. J This boy 
has not learn’d half his leffon : hark’ee, fir, [To 
Adine , ] This appointment and your’s are a little in- 
compatible ; what fay you to this, fir? does it flrike 
you ? either you endeavour to deceive me, or are 
deceiv’d yourfelf : but you ^ young in, the febool 
of vice; a heart like thine, fimple and unexperi- 
enc’d, is an excellent inftrument in the hands of a 
villain: alas! thou cam’fthere but to make me mi- 
ferable. 

A DINE. 

This is too much, fir: take care left your harfh 
temper, and ill-plac’d refentment, fhou’d deftroy 
that pity which ftill pleads for you ; ’tis that alone 
which keeps me here ; but go, run headlong to your 
rum ; lifteh to nobody, fufpe<ft your beft friend, 
and believe only thofe who abufe you ; accufe and 
affront me ; but learn to refpeft a heart that, with 
regard to you, was never a deceiver, or deceiv’d. 

MON D O R* 

Hear you that, fir? but thou art chcaked with 
fpleen ; even children laugh at you ; prythee learn 
to be wiicr : come along with me, and drown all 
your cares in Greek wine ; come away, boy. 

SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 

BLANDFORD, A D I N E. 

BLAND FORD. 

Stay, Adine: thou haft mov’d me : thy concern 
alarms me: you know my humour, my folly, but 
you know my heart too, honed, and has only 
too much fenfibility : you fee how I am diftrcfsM ; 
cm you take a crdlf pleafure in laughing at my 
misfortunes? tell me truth, I conjure thee. 

ADINE. 

I know your heart is good, nor is mine lefs pure : 
never till this hour did I but once put on difguife ; 
but with regard to Dorfife and yourfelf I have been 
honeft and fincere: I own I lament in you that fa-* 
tal paffion which has blinded you, but ’tis a paffion 
I know that will feduce the wifeft of us all > love a- 
lone can fet every thing right j that has taken away 
your fight, and that fhou’d reftore it to you. 

[He goes out. 

BLAND FOR D, [Alone. 

What can he mean ? love alone fliould reftore it ; 
he once put on a difguife, and yet he is fmcere l I 
don’t underftand it j certainly ’tis all a trick, a plot 
only to make a fool of me : Mondor, Darmin, her 
K 4 coufin, 
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ooufin, Bartolin, Adine, Dorfife, Collette, all the 
world in Ihort confpires with my own foolifh heart 
to make me miferabk and ridiculoifo: this vile 
world, which I defpife as it deferves, is nothing 
but a confufed heap of folly and wickednefs : but if 
in this tempeft of the foul I muft fay whether I will 
be knave or fool, my choice is made, and I blefs my 
lot: O heaven ! let me be ftill a dupe, but O prc* 
ferve my virtue 1 

End of the Fourth Act. 


ACT V. SCENE I. 

BLANDFORD, [Alone. 

W HAT will become of me? where fhall I 
fly for fafety ? my misfortunes follow one 
another without end : I go to fea, a pirate attacks 
and links my veffel : I come to land, and there I 
am told that an ungrateful woman, whom I adorM, 
is a worfe pirate ftill : a ftrong box, which I had left 
behind, is my only refource : a rafcal promifes to 
give it me back, and puts me off from time to time, 
and he perhaps may prove the third corfair : I am 
waiting for Adine, and he is not come yet ; 'every 
body provokes, and every body avoids me : all per- 
haps 
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haps the confequence of my uhappy temper, that 
made me fufpicious of every friend, and open to 
every enemy : if it be fo, I am wrong, I own I am, 
and fortuneTias a right to fport thus with me: of 
what fervice is my melancholy virtue but to make 
me more fenfible of my miferies, and more confci* 
ous of having deferv’d them ? this boy too not come 
yet 1 

SCENE II. 

BLANDFORD, M. de BURLET. 

[Paffing crofs the ftage. 

BLANDFORD. [Stopping her. 

Stay, madam, I befeech you ftay, and calm, if 
ppffible, this temp.eft of my foul ; for heav’n’s fake,* 
one word with you : where are you running to? 

M. de P UR LET. 

To fupper : to be merry : Pm in hafte, fir. 

BLANDFORD. 

I know I affronted you, and you have reafon to ■- 
be angry ; but forget and forgive. 

M. de B U R L E T. [Smiling. . 

O I have forgiven you a great while- ago.: Pm* 
not angry, Iafi'ureyou. 


BLANDS 
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You are too good i will your gaiety for once deign 
to intereft itfelf in my diftrefs ? 

M. de B U R L E T. 

Gay as I am, Mr. Blatldford, I allure you, I have, 
friendlhip, efteem, and pity for you. 

BLANDFORD. 

You areforry then for my unhappy fate. 

M. dcBURLET, 

Your unhappy fate! yes : but more for your un- 
happy fern per. 

BLANDFORft..' ' 

You are hoaeft, however, and’ truth you know, 
has always charms .for me: but fay, .is Darmin a 
faithful friend, or does he deceive me? 

M. deBURLET. 

Darmin loves you, and pofieffes all your virtues 
with more foftnefs and complacency. 

BLANDFORD. 

And Bartolin ? 

M.deBURLET.. 

You want me to anfwer for Bartolin too, and for 
all the world I fuppofe : excufe me j Bartolin, for 
aught I know, is an honeft cafhier; what reafon 
have you to fufpeft him?, he’s your friend, and the 
friend of— •Dorfife. 

BLAND- 
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blandford. 

Of Dorfife ? but tell me freely : cou'il Dorfifc, 
cou’d Ihe'entertain a paffion for a boy, and in fo 
fhort a timS too : and what is this lawyer that Mon- 
dor talks of ; public report fays he’s to marry her. 

M. deBURLET. 

Public reports Ihou’d be defpis’d. 

BLANDFORD. 

I am this moment comefrom her: Ihehasfworn 
eternal truth to me : Ihe 1 has wept : love dfid grief 
•were in her eye^: did t|ey bely her heart? is lire 
falfe? and is&A2ftfie-~you laugh at me. 

* M. de B tJR LET. 

I laugh at your ridiculous figure : come, come, 
take courage, man : as for the boy, take my word • 
for it, he’ll never forfake you •, ’tis impoffible. 

B L AND FORD. 

You give me comfort : the coxcomb, Mondor, - 
is not worth my care ; Dorlifc loves me, and I love - 
her for ever. 

M. deBURLET. - 

For ever ? that’s- too much. 

B L A'N D F 0 R J5J 

Not where one is belov’d ; but then this Adiud 
mult be a bale calumniator, mufl have a bad lisa,-?: 

6 M. de 
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M. dc B U R L E T. 

O no: be affur’d, he has a noble mind, candid, 
honeil, and ingenuous, the happy favourite of in- 
dulgent nature. 

BLANDFORD. 

You mock me, madam. 

M. deBURLET. 

Indeed I don’t : ’tis truth. 

BLANDFORD. 

Nbw; am I plung’d again in darknefs and uncer- 
tainty; you fport with my diftrefs, -and take plea- 
fure in tormenting me : Dorfifc* or he, has deeply 
injured me : one of them, you muft allow, has been 
a traitor to me ; is it not fo ? 

M. deBURLET. [Laughing. 

That may be. 

BLANDFORD. 

If it isi you fee yvhat reafon I had— 

M. deBURLET. 

And after all it may not be fo: Iaccufe nobody. 

BLANDFORD. 

HI be reveng’d. 

M. de BURLET. 

Ridiculous! be lefs angry and more difcreet? 
come, Hi tell you what, will you take the only fare 
method, one that I ftiall recommend to you? 

BLAND- 
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BLANDFGRD. 

I will.' 

M. de BUR LET. 

Then leave this dark myfterious affair to itfelf 
make no buttle about it, but turn every thing, asldo, 
a jeft: take up your money of Bartolin, and live 
%fong with us without care or folicitude ; never go 
too deeply into things, but float with me upon the 
furface ; know the world, and bear with it ; the 
only way to enjoy is to fkim lightly over : you 
look upon me as a giddy creature, and fo I jtmj 
Outlet me tell you, the only matter of importance 
in this life, is to enjoy ourfelves, and be happy*. 

SC'EN E in. 

BLANDFORD. [Alone. 

To be happy Ugood ! excellent advice ! wou’d not 
one think now it were an eafy thing, that one had 
only to wifh for happinefs, and poffefs it? wou’d 
it werefo! and why fhould it not? why fhou’d I 
take fo much pains to make myfelf unhappy? (hall 
I fuffer this boy, and Darmin, and Mondor to dif- 
traft me thus ? no : HI follow this giddy girl's ad- 
vice ; fhe’s gay, but horieft and fincere : Dorfife 
loves me, and I am yet fecure : for the future, HI 
fee nothing, liften to nothing : they wanted to alarm 


me 
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me with this- Adine, to hood-wink, and then to 
Jead me where they pleas’d ; but I’m not to be 
caught in their fnares: Darmin is wr^p’d up in 
that niece of his, and wou’d fain p&lm her upon 
me ; but I deteft her ; ha ! what’s this ? 

[Adine appears in woman’s cloachs at the further end 
of the dage.] 

Yonder’s that unhappy youth who has caus’d me 
fo much uneafinefs : he looks exaftly like a girl : 
how 'genteel his air* and fo eafy too, as if the 
cloathsbad been made for him! the face too is tru- 
ly female. 

SCENE IV. 

B'LANDFORD, ADINE. 

ADINE. 

Well, fir, you fee I’m drefs’d for ‘my part, and 
now you will know the truth. 

NDFORD,, 

I defire to know nothing more about it; I ha,ve 
heard enough ; leave me I befeech you ; I have al- 
ter’d my fentiments, and hate this difguife ; go, 
go, put on your own habit, and trouble your ft; if 
no more with this affair. 

ADI N E-; x 

What fay you, fir ? at Lift then I perceive it is 
not in my power to change your unalterable Ire^ir, 


or 
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•or to'reyerfe your cruel fate ; alas \ you know not 
the weight of grief that hangs upon me, but e’er 
long you V'ill fee the fatal efle&s of it : farewell I 
leave you, ilf, for ever. 

BLANDFORD. 

What can this mean ? he weeps ! fpcak, I intreat 
«pee, tell me, what intereft haft thou in my happi- 
nefs or mifery ? 

ADINE, 

My intereft, fir, was. your’s: till this moment 
never knew I any other : but I have been to blame, 
I try’d to ferve you ; ’tis not the firft time. 

BLANDFORD. ' 

The innocence of his look, his modeft confi- 
dence, his voice, his air, his open and ingenuous 
behaviour, ftill plead for him — but the hour is pa ft, 
when this intrigue you told me of was to take 
place ; I was to have been an eye*witnefs of it. 

A D I N E. 

Hark ! I hear a door opening : this is the place, 
and this the time, when you fhall bq convinc’d who 
it is that loves you 

BLANDFORD. 

Juft heav’n 1 is it poffiblc ? 

. A D I\N E.- 
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• ADINE. 

It is. 

BLANDFORD. 
Stay you here then : but ’tis all a 
fice : Dorfife ! no 


* k, an arti- 


A D I N E. 

Hu(h ! I hear a noife * it comes towards us : Pm 
frighten’d, ’tis fo dark. 

BLANDFORD. 


Fear nothing. 

A D, I N E. 

Be filent : for I hear fomebody coming : hufli ! 
away. 

S C E N E v: 

A D I N E, BLANDFORD, 

[on one fide of the ftage, which is fupp6s’d to he quite daik. 

DORFISE, [on the other, on tiptoe. 
DORFISE. 

I thought I heard my charmer’s voice ; how puno 
tual he is ! the dear boy. 

ADINH. 

Huflil 

DORFISE. 

Mufh, is it you ? 

. A D [ N E. 

Yes: ’tis I: ftill faithful to my lover ’tis I who 
come here to prove that I have deferv’d a better re* 
turn for all my tendernefs.. 

pon. 
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PORFISE. 

I cannot g e thee a better : you muft forgive me ; 
1 wou’d not , <tve made you wait fo long, my dear, 
but Bartolin, whom I did not expeft, is return’d $ 
in fpite of all my care, hq has got a fit of jcaloufy 
upon him. 

ADINE. 

Perhaps he is afraid of meeting Blandford here 1 
he is a dangerous rival. 

DORFISE. 

Very likely indeed: O my dear, what with 
Blandford, and my vile hufband, Pm dreadfully 
hamper’d: I don’t know which I hate moil: in 
fliort, I’m fure of nothing, but that I love you. 

’ A D I N E. 

You hate Blandford then heartily? 

DORFISE. 

I think I do : fear naturally begets averfion. 

ADINE. 

Well, but your other fpoufe— 

.DORFISE. 

O him I never think of. 

BLANDFORD. [Afide, 

How I cou’d wifh now—-* 


ADINE. 
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A D I N E, [Softly t<$Blandford' 

HuihPhuihl / " 

DORFISE, * 

1 have been confuting, my dear^ about the con-' 
tra£b : it certainly might be fet afide : I wifli it were* 
and. then 1 might have hopes of another match. 

A DINE, ~ 

What, of marrying me? 

# D O R F I S E. 

I think the beft way wou'd be for us to part for 
a time, to avoid fcandal ; and then meet, and be 
united by a fecred and a Jailing tye. 

ADINE. 

A Jailing tye ! come then : let us be gone : but 
how are we to live? 

DORFISE. 

Your prudent forefight charms me : I always ad- 
mir'd your difcretion : you muft know then, the 
fighting Mr. Biandford, an hero at fea, but an ar- 
raht blockhead at home, when hejeft Marfcilles, to 
go after the pirates, moil: cordially and n*oft affec- 
tionately confign’d to me, with his heart, his money 
and jewels alfo : as I was, like him, a novice an 
thefe. affairs, I put them into the hands of my other 
Buiband ; of him I muff endeavour to recover Vm, 

* and 
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and aflifl ^landford i the poor man is honed, and 
fhou’d live\\ away : let us part immediately, and 
take care nofeotly follows us. 

adine; 

But what will the world lay Y 
DORFiSE, 

O never heed it: I was afraid of its fcandal be- 
fore I lov’d : but now I defpife it : I’ll be a Have to 
none but thee. 

ADINE. 

But me l ' 

DORFISE. 

I’ll go immediately and get this ftrong box: that 
you know will be very neceflary to us both : day 
here, I’ll be back in an inftant. " 

SCENE VI. 

BLANDFORD, ADINE. 

A DJ N E. 

Well, fir, what think you now l 
BLANDFORD. 

Never did I behold fuch bafe fuch black ingrati- 
tude, fuch infernal falfehood ; and yet, Adin$, you 
fee. the force of powerful virtue, how- its livdy in- 
fpeaks even in the mod corrupted heart. . 

ADINE. 
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ADINE, 

' HoWj fir, m what? 

BLANDPORa;. 

You fee the perfidious wretch duit iot rob me 
of all, (he talk’d of affifting me,, 

ADINE, [ironically, 

0 yes, 'you are mightily oblig’d to her: have 
you never another ftrong box to entruft with this 
virtuous lady ? 

BLANDFORD, 

Nay, do not laugh at me, Adine, nor plant fuch 
daggers in my heart. 

A D I N E. 

1 meant to heal and not to wound it; but can 
you yet admire her ? 

BLANPFORD. 

No : {&e is loathfame : falfehood has robb’d her 
of every charm. 

A D INEZ 

Hf fir, I free you from her fnares, may I flatter 
tnyfelf, that whilft you deteft her vices, . you will 
not forget my honeft fervice. 

BLANDFORD. 

No, gen’rous youth \ I look on you as my fon, 
and my deliverer, the guardian -angel, whom hea- 
ven. 
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ven hath t< ! ^wn to p refer ve me 5 the half of all 
1 have will i tt a poor reward for thy care and 
fidelity. 

A DINE. 

You mu ft not know at prefent what reward I af- 
pire to: but can your heart refufe the requeft 
which Darmin perhaps may make to you ? 

BLANDFORD. 

Ha ! thou haft remov’d the veil : I fee, I fee it 
all ; but who, what art thou ? are you indeed what 
you refemble? 

A DINE. [Smiling. 

Whatever I am, for heaven’s fake, be filent now : 
I hear Dorfife coming this way. 

DORFISE, [With the flrong box. 

I’ve got the box, propitious love has favour’d my 
defign: here, my dear, take it: away: let us be 
gone : have you got it faft ? 

BLANDFORD. 

[Taking it from her, and counterfeiting the voice of 
Adine. 

Yes. 

DORFISE. 

Come along then* 


SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 

■BLANDFORD, DORFISE, ADINE, I'aRTOLIN, 
a fword in his han<|| m the dark, he *uns U P 10 Adinc. 

BaRTOLIN. 

Stop, villain, flop ! art thou not fatisfyM with 
robbing me of my wife, but mu ft run away with 
my money too ? 

rf ADINE. [To Blandford. 

Help ! murther ! help ! 

BLANDFOR * 

[Fighting with one hand, and holding out v ,tlre ii'QX to Adifit 
with the other. 

Take the box. 

SCENE VIII. 

BLANDFORD, DOR FISE, AD 1 N E, BARTOLIN, 
D ARM IN, M. de BUR LET, COLLETTE, MONDOR, 
with a napkin and a bottle in his hand. Flambeaus. 

' M. de B UR L £ T. 

t iat’s the matter here ! hui ! hui 1 what, figlH- 

0 ! 

M ON D OR. 

Hold, hold, gentlemen, what is all- this uoife 
about? 

A DIN ft. [To Blandford* 
You’re not wounded, fir, I hope? 

; - d o ii- 
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D O R F I S E, [In confufion. 


M. de BURLET. 

A 

What is the caufe of this fray, gentlemen, pray 
inform us ? 

BLANDFORD. 

[To Bartolin, after difarming him. 

O nothing, madam : only this worthy gentleman, 
and trufty treafurer, this honeft keeper of the ftrong 
box, has robb’d me of my miftrefs and my fortune i 
by the afliftan$e of this amiable youth, I have de- 
tected their infamous defigns, and recover’d my 
money : : gOf-Sl', ! leave you to your miferable fate, 
to this virtuous lady : know, my friends, Ihave un- 
malk’d their treacherous hearts ; this villain . 

BARTOLIN. [Going off. 

Your fervant, fir. 

MONDOR. 

A ha ! what comes of my affignation now? 

BLANDFORD, 

O fir, they made a fool of you. 

MOND OR. 

And of you too, I think. 

, BLANDFORD. 

They did fo indeed : I feel it yet. 

MO NO , 
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Treated you like an idiot.' 

BLAND FORD. 

Dreadful, horrible i O prudery, how I detefi 
thee! 

M O N D O R. 

Well, come, let us think no more of prudes, 
wives, or women, but go in and drink about ; that’s 
my way of drowning misfortunes : the man that 
drinks is never melancholy. 

M. de BURLET. 

I’m really forry my coufin Dorfife (houM behave 
fo foolilhly : to be fure ’twill fet the world a talking, 
but ’twill be all over foon, and there’a an end of it. 

DARMIN. 

Come, Blandford, banifh forrow, and for the fu- 
ture take care of a prude : but do you know this boy, 
who has reftor’d to you your honour and fortune, 
agjifav’d you from the dangerous precipice which 
your blind paflion had led you to the brink of? 

BLANDFORD. [Looking at Adine. 

But— 

DARMIN. 

*Tis my niece. 

bund- 
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" BLANDFORD. 

Q heav’n ! 

Darminu 

The very woman whom I fo often propos’d to my 
deluded friend ; who, deceiv’d by a faithlefs wretch, 
defpifed and hated all but her. - 

BLANDFORD. 

How cou’d I injure, by an unkind refu’fal, fo 
many charms! fuch beauty and fuch virtue! 

..A DINE. 

You never wou’d have known me, if chance 
and my own conftancy had not remov’d the veil of 
black ingratitude, and fav’d you from yourfelf. 

D A R M I N. 

You owe every thing, your fortune, and yourrea- 
fon to her gen’rous love : what then is Ihe to hope for 
in return? what will you do to make her amends? 

. BLANDFORD, ' 'X 

[Kneeling to AdmeT 

Adore her. 


Vol.V. L MON- 
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1 MONDOR. 

This turn of affairs is as agreeab' t is furpri* 
fing: we fhall all be gainers by the change.: away. 


End of the Fifth and M Act. 
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dramatis person je . 

Prometheus, a Son of Heaven and Earth, a 
Demi-God. 

Pandora., 

Jupiter. 

Mercury. 

Nemesis. 

Nymphs. 

Titans. 

C celestial Deities., 

Infernal Deities. 
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PANDORA. 

A N 

O P E R A. 

A C T I. 

The fcene reprefents a fine country, with mountains 
at a diftance. 

SCENE 1. 

PROMETHEUS, CHORUS of NYMPHS, 
PANDORA at the further end of the ftage, ly- 
ing down in an alcove, 

PROME T HE U S. 

I N vain, Pandora, do I call on thee, 

My lovely work ; alas ! thou hear’ft me not, 

All ftranger as thou art to thy own charms, 

And to Prometheus’ love : the heart I form'd 
Is flill infenfible ; thy eyes are void 
Of motion $ (till the ruthlefs pow’r of Jove 
Denies thee life, and drives me to defpair : 

L3 Whilft 





222 


PANDORA. 


WhilH: nature breathes around thee, and the birds 
In tender notes exprefs their paflion, thou 
Art £IU1 inanimate ; death holds thee ftill 
Beneath his cruel empire. 

SCENE n. 

PROMETHEUS, the TITANS, ENCELADUS, 
- \ TYPHON, &c. 

ENCELADUS and TYPHON. 

Child of Earth 

And Heav’n, thy cries have rais’d the foreft ; fpeak ; 
Who ’mong’ft the gods hath wrong’d Prometheus f 

PROMETHEUS. [Pointing to Pandora. 
* Jove 

Is jealous of my work divine ; he fears 
That altars will be rais’d to my Pandora ; 

He cannot bear to fee the earth adorn’d 
With fuch a peerlefs obje£fc ; he denies 
To grant her life, and makes my woes eternal. 

TYPHON. 

That proud ufurper Jove did ne’er create 
Our nobler fouls ? life, and its fecred flame, 

Come not from him. 


E N C E L A- 
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ENCELADUS. [Pornting to his brother Typhon. 

We are the fons of Night 

And Tartarus : 

To thee, eternal night, we pray, 

Thou wert long before the day 5 
Let then to Janarus Olympus yield. 

TYPHON. 

Let the unrelenting Jove 
Join the jealous gods above ; 

Life and all its bleflings flow 
From hell, and from the gods below. 

PROMETHEUS and the TWO TITANS. 
Come from the center, gods of night profound. 
And animate her beauty ; let your pow’r 
Aflift our bold emprize i 

PROMETHEUS. 

Your voice is heard, 

The day looks pale, and the aftonifh’d earth 
Shakes from its deep foundations : Erebus 
Appears before us. 

[The fcene changing reprefeats Chaos? all the gods 
of hell come upon the ftage. 

CHORUS of INFERNAL DEITIES. 
Light is hateful to our eyes, 

Jove, and heaven we defpife ; 

L 4 
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The guilty race, as yet unborn, rauft go 
With us to hell’s profoundefl depths below. 

NEMESIS. 

The waves of Lethe, and the flames of hell. 

Shall ravage all : fpeak, whom muft Janarus 
In its dark womb embrace? 

PROMETHEUS. 

I love the earth,. 

And wou’d not hurt it: to that beauteous obje£t 

[Pointing to Pandora. 

Have. I giv’n birth } but Jove denies it pow’r 
To breathe, to think, to love, and to be happy. 

The THREE ? ARC JE. 

All our glory, and our joy* 

Is to hurt, and to deftroy; 

Heav’n alone can give it breath. 

We can nought beftow but death. 

* PROMETHEUS. 

Away then, ye deftroyers, ye are not 
The: deities Prometheus fliall adore ; 

Hence to your gloomy feats, ye hateful pow’rs. 
And leave the world in peace. 


N E M E- 
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NEMESIS. 

Tremble thou, for thou flialt prove 
Soon the fatal pow'r of love: 

We will unchain the fiends of war, 

And death's deftru&ive gates unbar. 

[The infernal deities difappear, and the country re- 
fumes its verdure: the nymphs of the woods. range 
themfelves on each fide of the ftage. 

PROMETHEUS. [To the Titans. 
Why wou’d ye call forth from their dark abyfs 
The foes of nature, to obfcure the light 
Of thefe fair regions ? 

From hell Pandora never {hall receive 
That flame divine which only heav’n (houM 
give. 

ENCELADUS. 

Since, good Prometheus, 'tis thy dear delight 
To fcattefr bleflings o'er this new abode, 

Thou belt deferv'ft to be its matter : haite 
To yon bleft regions, and fnatch thence the flame^ 
Gaelefiial, form a foul, and be thyfelf 
The great Creator. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Love's in heav'n 5 he reigns - 
O'er all the gods : I’ll throw his, darts around, 

L 5 AruL 
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And light up his fierce fires : he is my gocfy 
And will aflxft Prometheus. 

CHORUSofNYMPHS. 

Fly to th* immortal realms above, 

'And penetrate the throne of Jove; 

The world to thee fhall altars raife, 

* 

And millions celebrate thy praife. 
End of the First Act. 


ACT II. 

The fcene reprelents the fame country ; Pandora ina- 
nimate reclin’d in the alcove ; a flaming chariot 
defcends from heaven. 

PROMETHEUS, PANDORA, NYMPHS, TITANS, &c. 
A DRYAD. 

Y E woodland- nymphs, rife from your fail 
abode, 

And fing the praifes of the demi-god ;• 

Who returns from above 
In the chariot of love. 


CH0- 
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C.II ORUSofN YMP H S. 

Ye verdant lawns, and op’ning flow’rs,, 

Ye fprings' which lavifli nature pow’rs 
Ye hills that bear th’ impending fky, 

Put on your faireft forms to meet His eye. 

PROMETHEUS 

Defending from the chariot, with a torch in his hand, 

Ravifh’d from heav’n I bring to happier earth 
Love’s facred flame, more brilliant than the light 
Of glittering day, and to Joke’s boafted thunder 
Superior. 

CHORUS of NYMPHS. 

Go, thou enliv’ning animating foul. 

Thro’ nature’s ev’ry work, pervade the whole 
Tp earth, to water, and to air impart, 

Thy vivid pow’r, and breathe o’er ev'ry heart. 

PROMETHEUS, 

Coming near to Pan<lor$. 

And may this precious flame infpire thy frame 
With life and motion 1 earth, affift my purpcfTei 
Rife, beauteous objeft, love commands thee ; hafte,, 
Obey his voice ; arife, and blcfa Prometheus ! 

[Pandora riles, and comes forward. 

CHORUS, 

She breathes, the lives ; O love, how great thy pow’r! 

L 6 PAN- 
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PANDORA, 

Whence, and what am I? to what gracious pow’rs 
Owe I my life and being? 

[A fymphony is heard at a diflhnce. 
Hark ! my ears 

Are ravifh’d with enchanting founds ; my eyes 
With beauteous objefts fill’d on ev’ry fide : 

What wonders hath my kind creator fpread 
Around me ! O where is he ? I have thought 
Andreafon to enlighten, me : O earth, 

Tliou’rt not my mother ; fbme benignant god 
Produc’d me : yes, I feel him in my heart, 

[She fits down by the fide of a fountain* 
What do I feel myfelf, in this fair fountain, 

That doth refleft the face of heav’n * ? the more 
I fee this image, fure the morel ought 
To thank the gods who made me, 

NYMPHS and TITANS, [Dancing round her. 

* Fair Pandora,, 
Daughter of heaven, let thy charms infpire 
Au equal flame, and fan the mutual fire, 

JE- ;■ — — 

* The original is, 

u Le chryftal de l'onde eft le mirojr des cieux.” 

“ The chryftal of this water is the looking-glafs of heaven.'* 
Which is, perhaps, deferring Pandora as better acquainted with 
looking- giafles, than one wou’d expert frpm a lady fo lately born, 

PAN- 
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PANDORA. 

What lovely object that way draws my eyes? 

• [To Prometheus^ 

Of all I fee in thefe delightful manfions, 

Nought pleafes like thyfelf ; ’twas thou alone 
Who gav’ft me life, and Twill live for thee.. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Before thofe lovely eyes cou’d fee 
Their author, they enchanted me ; 

Before that tongue cou’d fpeak, Prometheus lov’d, 
thee.. 

PAND’OR A. 

Thou lov’ft me then, dear author of my life, 

And my heart owns its matter ; for to thee 
It flies with tranfport: have Ifaid too much, 

Or not enough? 

PROMETHEUS. 

O thou can’ft never fay 

Too much \ thoufpeak’ft the language of pure love 
And nature: thus may lovers always fpeak! 

DUET. 

God of my heart, eternal pow’r, , 

Great love, enliven ev’ry hour 5 
Thy reign begins, and may tby tranfpqrts prove 
The reign of pleafure is the reign of love ! 

PRO- 
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PROMETHEUS. 

But hark ! the thunder rolls 5 thick clouds of dark- 
nefs, 

As envious of the earth’s new happinefs, 

Difturb our joys : what horrors throng around me ! 
Hark! the earth (hakes, and angry lightnings pierce 
Tfhe vault of heav’n : what pow’r thus moves the 
world 

From its foundations ? 

[A car defcends, on which are feated Mercury, 
Difcord, Nemefis, &c . 

MERCURY. 

Some rafli hand hath ftol’n 
.The facred fire from heav’n : to expiate 
The dire offence, Pandora, thou mull go- 
Before the high tribunal of the gods. 

PROMETHEUS. 

© cruel tyrant ! 

PAN DORA. 

Dread commands ! 

MERCURY, 

Obey : * 

Thou muff to heav’n. 

PANDORA. 

I was in heav’n already. 

When I beheld the obje£fc of my lotfe. 

PRO- 
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PROMETHEUS. 

Have pity, cruel gods ! 

PROMETHEUS and PANDORA* 
Barbarians, ftay. 

M E R C U R Y. 

Hafte, offenders, hafte away, 

Jove commands, you muft obey : 

Bear her, ye winds, to heav ’ns eternal manfions.- 

PROMETHEUS. 

[The car mounts, and difappears. 
The cruel tyrants, jealous of my blifs. 

Have torn her from me ; flie was the lovely work 
Of my own hands: I have done more than Jove 
Cou’d ever do: Pandora’s charming eyes. 

Soon as they open’d, told.me that {he lov’d: 

Thou jealous god [ but thou (halt feel my wrath/ 
And I will brave thy pow’r : for know, ufurper, 
Lefs dreadful far will all thy thunders prove, 
Than bold Prometheus fir’d by hopelefs love.* 

End of the Second Act. 
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ACT III. 

r 

The fcene reprefents the palace of Jupiten 

' JUPITER, ME RC U R Y. 
JUPITER. 

O Mercury, Pve feen this lovely obje&, 

Earth’s fair produ£tton 5 heav’n. is in her 
eye, 

The graces dwell around her, and my heart 
Is facrific’d a vi£tim to her charms. 

MERCU R Y. 

And flie Ihall anfwer to thy love*. 

JUPITER. 

Onot 

Terror is mine, and pow’r j I reign fupreme 
O’er $arth and hell, and heav’n ; but love alone 
Can govern hearts : malicious, cruel fate, 

When it divided this fair univerfe* 

Beftow/d the better part on mighty love. 

MERCURY. 

What fear’ll thou l fair Pandora fcarce hath feen 
The light of day 5 and think’ll thou that Ihe loves ? 


J U P I- 
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JUPITER. 

Love is a paflion learn’d with cafe ; and what 
Cannot Pandora do ! (he is a woman » 

And handfome : but I will retire a moment, 
Enchant her eyes, and captivate her heart : 

Ye heav’ns 1 in vain, alas i ye fhine, for nought 
Have you fofair, fo beauteous as Pandora. 

[He retired. 

PANDORA. 

Scarce have thefe eyes beheld the light of day* 

Scarce have they look’d on him I lov’d, when lol 
’Tis all fnatch’d from me ; death, they fay, will come 
And take me foon : O I have felt him fure 
Already : is not death the fudden lofs 
Of thofe we love ? O give me back, ye.gods, 

To earth, to that delightful grove where firfi 
I favv my kind creator, when at once 
I breath’d and lov’d : O envy’d happinefs !. 

[The gods, with their feveral attributes, come upon 
the Rage. 

CHORUS of'GODS, 

Let heav’n rejoice 
At the glad voice 
Of heav’n’s eternal king. 

NEPTUNE. 

Let the fea’s bofom — 


PLUTO. 
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PLUTO. 

And the depths of hell — - 

CHORUSofGODS, 

To diflant worlds his endlefs praifes tell. 

Let heav’n rejoice, &c. 

* PANDORA. 

How all confpires to threaten and alarm me f 
O how I hate and fear this dazzling fplendor ! * 
Another’s merit how can I approve, 

Or bear the praifo of ought but him I love ? 

The T H R E E GRACES. 

Love’s fair daughter, here remain,, 

Thou in right of him flialt reign ; 

Heav’n thy cliofen feat {hall be. 

Earth in vain (hall wifli for thee.. 

PANDORA. 

All affrights me, 

Nought delights 

Alas! a defart had more charms for me. 

Hence, ye idle vifions $ ceafe 
Difcordant founds, 

[A Symphony is heard. 
And give me peace. 

[Jupiter comes forth out of a cloud. 

Thou, 
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J U P r T E R. 

Thou art the bed and faired charm of nature* 

Well worthy of eternity : from earth 
sprang thy weak body j but thy purer foul 
Partakes of heaven’s unalterable fire, 

And thou wert born for gods alone: with Jove 
Tade then the fweets of immortality. 

PANDORA. 

I fcorn thy gift, and rather wou’d be nothing, 
From whence I fprang : thy immortality. 

Without the lovely obje£l I adore. 

Is but eternal punifliment. 

JUPITER. 

Fair creature, 

Thou know’ft not I am mader of the thunder ; 
Can’d thou in heav’n look back to earth? 

PANDORA. . " 

That earth 

Is my abode ; there fird I learnM to love, 
JUPITER. 

' Twas but the fhadow of it, in a world 
Unworthy of that noble flame, which here 
Alone can burn unquenchable. 

PANDORA. 

Great Jove* 

Content with glory and with fplendor, leave 

To 
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To earthly lovers happinefs and joy • 

Thou art a god •, O hear my humble pray'r 1 
A gracious god fliouM make his creatures happy* 

JUPITER. 

Thou fhalt be happy, and in thee I hope 
For blifs fupreme : ye pow'rful Pleafures, you 
Who dwell around me, now exert your charms, 
Deceive her lovely eyes, and win her heart. 

[The Pleafures dance round' her and fing. 

CHORUS of PLEASURE S., 
Thou with us ftiall reign and love*. 

Thou alone art worthy Jove. 

A SINGLE VOICE. 

Nought has earth but {hadows vain, 

Of pleafures follow'd clofe by pain ; 

Soon her winged tranfports fly, 

Soon her rofes fade and die. 

CHORUS. 

Thou with us fhall reign and love*, 

Thcu alone art worthy Jove. 

S LN G L,E VO 1 C E. 

Here the brifk and fportive hours 
Shall cull thee. ever-blooming flow'rs ; 

Time 
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Time has to wings, he cannot fly, 

And love is join’d to immortality.^ 

CHORUS. 

Thou with us {halt reign and love, 

Thou alone art worthy Jove. 

PANDORA. 

Ye tender Pleafures, ye increafe my flame, 

And ye increafe my pain,: if happinefs 
Is yours to give* O bear it to my love. 

JUPITER. 

Is this the fad effect of all my care, 

To make a rival happy ? 

[Enter Mercury. 

MERCURY. 

Affume thy lightnings, Jove, and blaft thy foe ; 
Prometheus is in arms, the Titans rage, 

And threaten heav’n ; mountain on mountain pil’d, 
They fcale the Ikies ; already they approach. 
JUPITER. 

Jove has the pow’r to punifh : let 'em come. 
PANDORA. 

And wilt thou punifh ? thou, who art the caufe 
Of all his mis’ries ; thou’rt a jealous tyrant: 

Go on, and love me; I fhall hate thee more ; 

Be that thy punifhment* 

JU PI* 
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JUPITER. 

I mufi away : 

Rive ’em ye thunder -bolts. 

PANDORA. 

Have mercy, Jove ! 

JUPITER. ' [To Mercury, 
Conduct Pandora to a place of fafety : 

The happy world was wrapp’4 In peace profound, 
A beauty comes, and nought is feen but ruin. 

[He goes out. 

PANDORA. [Alone. 

O fatal charms l wou’d I had ne’er been bom 1 
Beauty and love, and ev’ry gift divine. 

But make me wretched : if, all-pow’rful love, 
Thou did’ft create me, now relieve my forrows ; 
Dry up my tears, bid war and flaughter ceafe, 

And give to heav’n and earth eternal peace* 

End of the Third Act. 
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ACT IV. 

The fcene reprefents the Titans arm’d, mountains at 
a diftance, with giants throwing them on each 
other. 

ENCELADUS. 

F EAR not, Prometheus, nature feels thy 
wrongs. 

And joins with us in juft revenge: behold 
Thefe pointed rocks, and fhaggy mountains ; foot* 
The jealous tyrants all fhall fink beneath them. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Now, earth, defend thyfelf, and combat heav’n : 
Trumpets and drums, now fhall ye firft be heard: 
March, Titans, follow me: the feat of gods 
Is your reward ; be fair Pandora mine. 

[They march to the found of trumpets. 

CHORUSofTITANS, 

'*rm, ,ye valiant Titans, arm, 

Spread around the dread alarm : 

Let proud immortals tremble on their thrones. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Their thunder &nfwers to our trumpets voice, 

[Thunder is heard ; a car defcends, hearing the 
gods towards the mountains : Pandora is feated 
near Jupiter; Prometheus fpeaks. 

Jove 
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Jove gives the dreadful fignal ; liafte, begin 
The battle. 

[The giants rife toward* heaven. 

G Ij|gp R U S of N Y ivf P H S. 

Earth, and hell, and heav’n confounded. 
All with terrors are furrounded ; 

Ceafe, ye gods, and Titans, ceafe 
Your cruel wars, and give us peace. 

TITANS, - 

Yield, cruel tyrants. 

G O D S. 

Rebels, fly. 

TITANS. 

Yield, heav’n, to earth. 

GODS. 

Die, rebels, die. 

PANDORA. 

O heav’n l O earth ! ye Titans, and ye gods, 

O ceafe your rage, all perifh for Pandora : 

O Thave made the world unhappy. 

s titans. 

Draw , . 

Your arrows now. 

GODS. 
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, (, GODS.. 

Strike, thunders. 
t TITANS. " 

Hurl downfceav’n. 
GODS. 

Deftroy the earth. 

BOTH. 

' Yield, cruel tyrants— rebels fly— - 
Yield, earth to heav’n— die, rebels, die. 

[A dead filence for a time; a bright cloud defcends j 
Deftiny appears, feated in the middle of it. 

• . ‘ DESTINY. 

Ceafe, hoftile pow’rs, attend to me. 

And hear the will of Deftiny. 

[Silence enfucs. 
PROMETHEUS. e 
Unalterable being, pow’r fupreme. 

Speak thy irrevocable doom ; attend. 

Ye tyrants, and obey. 

CHORUS. 

Speak, the gods muft' yield to thee ; 

Speak, immortal Deftiny. 

DE.STINY. ' ' 

[In the middle of the gods, who throng round him. 
Hear me, ye gods \ another world this day 
Brings forth s mean time let ev’ry gift adorn 
Vot. V. M Pandora % 
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Pandora ; and youj Titans, who 'gainft heav'rt 
Have rais'd rebellious war, receive your doom, 
Beneath thefe mountains funk for ever groan. 

The rockrfel upop them ; the chariot of the godf 
defcends to earth j Pandora is reftored to Prome- 
theus. 

JUPITER.; 

O fate, tfiy empire yields £o thee, 

Jove fubmits to deftiny : 

Thou art obeyed ; but from this hour let earth 
And heav’n be difunited : Nemefis, 

Come forth. 

[Nemefis advances from the bottom of the ftage, and 
Jupiter proceeds. 

Nenrefis, thy aid impart, 

Pierce the cruel beauty's heart j 
My vengeance let Pandora know, 

In the gifts that I bellow t 
Let heav'n and earth henceforth be difunited. 

End o? tfte Fourth Act. 
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The fcene reprefents a grove,, with the ruins of rocks 
fcatter’d about it. 

PROMETHEUS, PANDORA. 
PANJ5QRA. [Holding a box in her hand. 

A ND wilt thou leave me then? art thou fub- 
duecl, 

Or art thou conqueror i 

PROMETHEUS. 

Vi&ory is mine : 

If yet thou lov’ft me, Love and Dfcftiny 
Speak for Prometheus. 

PANDORA. 

Wilt thou leave me then l 

PROMETHEUS. 

The Titans are fubdued : lament their fate : 

I mull affift them : let us teach mankind 
To fuccour the .unhappy. 

PANDORA 

Stay a moment: 

Behold thy vi&’ry ; let us open this* 

It was the giftof Jove. 

M. 2 PRO- 
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PROMETHEUS 

What wou’dift thou do ? 

A rival's gift is dang’rous ; 'tis fome fnarc 
The god’s have laid. 

PANDORA. 

Thou can’ll not think it. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Hear 

What I requeft of thee, and flay at leaft 
Till I return. 

PANDORA. 

Thou bidd’ift, and I obey: 

I fwear by love ftill to believe Prometheus. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Wilt thou then promile i 

PANDORA. 

' By thy felf I fwear : 

All are obedient where they love. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Enough : 

I'm fatisfy’d : and now, ye woodland nymphs, 
Begin your fongs •, ling earth reflor’d to blifs ; 
Let all be gay, for all wai made for her. 


FIRST 
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NYMPH. 

Copie, fan- Pandora* come and prove 
Aft age of .gold, of innocence, and love; 
And, like thy parent nature, be immortal. 

SECOND NYMPH. 

No longer now fhall earth affrighted mourn,. 
By cruel war her tender bofom torn : 

Pleasures now on pleasures flow, 

. Happinefs fucceeds to woe : 

The flow’rs their fragrant adoura yield ; 
Who wou’d. wither the fair field ? 

I he hleft creation t perns with mirth and joy, 
Andnature’s work what tyrant wou'd deftroy ? 

The CHORUS repeals. 

Come, fair Pandora, come and prove 
An age of gold, &c. : < : 

F I R S ‘T N VMP H. 

See! to Pandora Mercury appears, 

And ratify’s great nature’s kind decree, 

[The nymphs rerfde* PaWdora'-advances with Ne- 
mefuj under thefgure of Mercury. 

Already I have told thee, bafe Prometheus, 

Is jealous of thee, and eXf^ his pQiK’E 
Like a harfh tyrant, 

M 3 
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PANDORA. 1 
0 he i* my lord, • : 

My king, my god, my lover, and my 1 irid. 
NEMESIS. 

Why then forbid thee to behold the gift 
Ofgen’rous heav’n ? 

PANDORA. 

His fearful love’s alarm’d. 

And I wou’d wilh to have no will but his. 

NEMESIS. 

He alkstoo much, Pandora, nor hath done 
What thou deferv’ft: he might have giv’n thee 
beauties 

Which now thou haft not. 

PANDORA, 

He hath form’d my heart 
Tender and kind ; he charms and he adores me ; 
What cou’d he more f , ‘ 

/ NEMESIS, 

Thy charms wiH perifh. 

PANDORA. 

- ' Hal 
Thou mak’ftmctremble. 

4 N EMI* 
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M E S I S. 

This myfterious box 
Will mal e thj^ charms immortal ; thou wilt be 
For ever bt auteous, and for ever happy : 

Thy hufband {hall be fubjeft to thy pow*r. 

And thou {halt reign unrivall’d in his love. 

PANDORA. 

He is my only lord, and I wou’d wifli 
To be immortal, but for my Prometheus, 

NEMESIS. 

Fain wou’d I open thy fair eyes, and blefs thee 
With ev’ry good ; wou’d make thee pleafe for ever. 

PANDORA. 

But dofl thou not abufe my innocence ? 

And can’ll thpu be fo cruel? 


r Such beauty ? 


NEMESIS. 

Who wou’d hurt 


PANDORA. 

I fhou’d die with grief, if e’er 
I difoblig’d the fov’reign of my heart.. 

NEMESIS. 

O in the name of nature, in the name 
* Of thy dear hufband, liften to my voice? 


PAN- 
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’■p^D'OR/V, , 

^ 1 J TV \ 1 

That name has conquer’d* and I 4 ue’Vte thee. 
£,She,og*(Ulbe boati ^tfJtnefsif fpreado’ '-...'^ge, 
and a voice heard from below, 

Ha ! what§|bick cloud thus o’er my f „.o ^ eads 
Its fatal darknefs ? thou deceitful god 1 
O I am guilty* and I fuffer for it. 

NEMESIS. 

I mull away : Jove is reveng’d, and now 
I will return to hell. 

[Nemefis vanifhes : Pandora faints away on thegrals.. 

PROMETHEUS. 

[Advancing from the farther end of the ftage. 
O fatal abfence! dreadful change? what liar 
Of evil influence thus deforms the face 
Of nature? where’s, my Pandora? why 
Anfwers Ihenot to my complaining voice? 

O my Pandora I hut behold,, from hell 

Let loofe, the monfters rife, and rulh upon us. 

[Furies and Demons running on the flage. 
The time is come When we fhall reign: 

Fear and grief, remorfe and pain* 

From this great declfive hour* 

O’er the world fhall fpread their pow’r ; 
r^th-fhallcome, a bitter draught, 

By'4w Purios JutheuMught* 

r PRO- 
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That cr&S^guejft lhalipdw’rs infernal bring ? 

Aid mill the earth lofe her eternal Spring? 

To t'mc, and dire difeafe, and horrid vice. 

Shall mortals fall a helplefs facrific^f 

The nymphs lament our fate : Pandora, hear 

And aofwer to my griefs ! file comes, but feems 

InfenGble. 


PANDORA. 

I am not worthy of thee : 

I have deftroy’d mankind, deceiv’d my hulband. 
And am alone the guilty caufe of all s 
Strike ; I deferve it. 

PROMETHEUS. 

Can I punilh thee ! 

PANDORA. 

Strike, and deprive me of that wretched life 
Thou didft bellow. 

CHORUS of NYMPHS. 
Tend’reft lover, dry her Hears, 

Shfe is full of lover's fears ; 

She is woman, therefore frail, 

. Let her beauty then prevail. 


PRO- 
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PR.O#ETHf.. 

Haft thou then, fpiteitf all thy fK DC j w 
O pened the fatal box ? 

P A I|pOR A. 

Some cruel god 
Betray’d me u fatal curlofuy ! 

The work was thine: O ev'ry evil fprung 
From that accurfed gift : undone Pandora ! 

> LOVE. [Dcfcemling from heav’n. 

Love ft ill remains, and ev*ry good is thine : 

[Scene changes, and leprefents the palace of love. 

i Love proceeds. 

For thee will I refill the pow’r of fate j 
I gave to mortals being, and they ne’er 
Shall be unhappy whilft they worfhip me. 

PANDORA. 

Soul of my fonl> thou comforter divine* 

O punifh Jove ; infpire his vengeful heart 
With double paffion for the bleft Pandora ! 

PROMETHEUS and PANDORA. 
Heav’n fhall pierce our hearts in vain 
With ev’ry grief, and ev’ry pain ; 

With thee no pains torment, no pleasures cloy ; 
Witf^thee to fuffer is but to enjoy. 


LOVE. 
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LOVE. 

hope, on mortals wait ; 

C nd gild their wretched 
All .y flatt’ring joys impart, 

Hafte, and live in ev’ry heart ; 

Howe’er deceitful thou may’ft be, V 
Thou can’ll grant felicity, > 

And make them happy in futurity. J 

PANDORA. 

Fate wou’d make us wretched here, 

But hope (hall dry up ev’ry tear j 
In forrow he {hall give U3 reft. 

And make us ev’n in anguifh blefl: 

Love (hall preferve us from the paths of vice, 
And ftrew his flow’rs around the precipice. 


End of the Fifth and laft Act. 





